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PREFACE. 



Do ALL THE GOOD YOU CAN, WaS my 

excellent father's charge to me his first-born 
son ; and, conscious, as I am, of my hitherto 
imperfect compliance with this admirabit 
injunction, and of my now weakened powers, 
the desire to fulfil it still retnains, and has 
produced the present publication. For age 
and infirmities having nearly confined me to 
my house, I grew anxious to avoid the dan- 
ger of becoming totally useless: and, a small 
collection of poems, moral and divine, having 
been given me when a boy by one of my 
school-fellows^ (most of which I committe<l 
to memory,) it occurred to me, that by re- 
publishing these, I might afibrd to others 
the pleasure and comfort which I have my- 
self derived from them during the coarse of 
my long life. And being informed that a 
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volume of sacred poetry on sound principles, 
was much wanted, I resolved to endeavour 
to supply so remarkable a deficiency ; and 
by the assistance of my friends, and by ex- 
tracts from our best moral poets, added to 
what I have selected from my own and other 
collections, the work baa grown into two 
small volumes ; though, by omitting some 
pieces less calculated for general use, I have- 
been able to furnish an edition in one thicks 
volume at a moderate price. 

As there is not a ^ngle line of my own in 
l^is pubJicatioa, I am free from the anxiety 
of an author ; and as an editor, I shall not 
only be content, but highly gratified, if (as 
I hope) my book shall be found to contain 
nothing hurtful, and much that may promote 
the glory of God, and the well-being of my 
fellow Christians. 

That it might have been better executed is 
too evident ; but those who are struck with 
its defects, are requested to observe, that my 
object was not to produce a collection of ele- 
gant poetry, but to do good ; ^nd that hav- 
ing entered my seventy-sixth year, I had no 
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time to loee. I therefore hastened ii^y work, 
and extracted and abridged freely, mmI even 
vestured, ia a few instances, to alter a word 
or phrase when not suited to my purpose. 

As youth is the season best fitted for in* 
struction, and every Christian must admit 
that religious knowledge is the most import- 
ant of all; and as verse is more easily learnt, 
and longer retained than prose; I have made 
the rising generation my principal objects. 
And» being convinced by long experience, 
that such instruction cannot begin too soon, 
and that short hymns and psalms are suited 
to the minds and memories of children, 
even in in&ocy, I have placed such in the 
first pages of my book, and would earnestly 
recommend to those of my leaders who have 
the charge of children in their tender years, 
to teach them to repeat a few stanzas of 
these, even before they can speak plain. I 
know it may be done with pleasure to them, 
as well as to their instructors, and it will 
implant in their minds pious ideas and use- 
ful maxims, which will be retained, and 
prove highly beneficial .throughout their fu- 
ture lives. 



xvi PREFACE. 

A practice has long prevailed, (chiefly in- 
deed aniong the middle and lower classes) of 
compelling little children to learn, each Sun- 
day morning, the Collect for the day ; a prac- 
tice which appears to me very prejudicial. 
It is evidently useless, for these Collects are 
no sooner learnt than forgotten. Indeed, it 
would be absurd to attempt to make children 
retain fifty-two Collects in their memories* 
But there is a much more serious objection 
to this custom. The minds of children are 
light and lively ; Religion and its duties are 
serious and solemn; and, while it is of the 
utmost importance that these duties should 
be inculcated at the earliest years, • it is, at. 
the same time, of equal importance, to use 
every effort, that they may not become irk- 
some to the young, nor the Lord's day be 
rendered unpleasant to them. But how can 
this be avoided, if^ as soon as that day be- 
gins, they are summoned to a lesson as hard 
and dry as those of the other six days, and 
the perfect acquisition of which is rigidly in- 
sisted on ? The Church Catechism and 
some short exposition of it, must be leanit, 
but even these ought to make part of the 
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business of the week, and a repetition only 
be exacted on the Sunday ; and, perhaps, 
no other prose task need be imposed on that 
day ; and if, instead thereof, a few short 
hymns be recited, which all who hear them 
will acquire without difficulty, the employ- 
ment will become pleasant as well as profit- 
able. For the truth of this I appeal to 
Dr. Watts's excellent preface to his Divine 
Songs : the pious conclusion of which I de- 
sire to adopt, and say, with him, to all who 
are concerned in the education of children, 
'• May the Almighty God make you faitli- 
•* ful in this important work ! May He suc- 
** ceed your cares by His abundant grace, 
*' that the rising generation of Great Britain 
** may be a glory among the nations, a pat* 
'' tern to the Christian world, and a blessing 
" to the earth !'* 
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TVIORNING HYMN.— Bp. Kenn. 

AwAKEy my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run; 
Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy moming^ sacrifice. 

Thy precious time misspent redeem^ 
Each present day thy last esteem : 
Improve thy talent with due care, 
For the great day thyself prepare. 

In conversation be sincere. 
Keep conscience as the noon-tide clear; 
Think how thVall-seeing God thy ways 
And all thy s^ret thoughts surveys. 

Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart. 
And with the angels bear thy part, 
Who all night long unwearied sing 
Glory to the Eternal King. 

I wake, I wake, ye heavenly choir ! 
May your devotion me inspire ; 
That I, like you, my age may spend. 
Like you may^on my God attend ! . 

B 
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May I, like you, in God delight, 
Have all day long my God in sight; 
Perform, like you, my,Maker*s will ; 
O ! may 1 never more do ill ! 

Glory to Thee ; who safe hast kept, 
And hast refreshed me, whilst I slept ; 
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 
I may of enttiess Hfe partake. 

Lord ! I my tows to Thee renew ; ~ 
Disperse my sins> ai morning dew ; 
Guard my first springs 6f thought and wtlU 
And with Thyself my spirit fill. 

Direct^ co&ttol, suggest, this day^ 
All I design, or do, or say. 
That all my powels, with all their might, 
To Thy sole glory may tlnite. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise Him, a)! or^atui^es here below ; 
Praise Hitn above, y«<*heav'nly host. 
Praise Fathea^ Son^ and Holy Ghost. 



EVENING HYMN.— Bp. Kenn. 

Glory to Thee, my God, this night. 
For aU the bletsings of the light; 
Keep me, O keep me. King oi kmgi ! 
Under thy <ivm Altnigh^ wings. 



HYMNS. 

'5R>rgive me, Lqrd, for thy dear Son, 
The ills that I this day have done ; 
That with the world, myself, and Thee, 
1, ere I sleep, at peace may he. 

Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my hed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
Rise joyful at the judgment day. 

O ! may my soul on Thee repose. 
And may sweet sleep mine eye-lids close ; 
Sleep, that niay me more vig'rous make 
To serve my God, when I awake. 

When in the night I sleepless lie. 
My soul with heav'nly thoughts supply ; 
Let no ill dreams disturb my rest, 
Ho powers of darkness me molest* 

May guardian angels, while I sleep, 
Close to my bed their vigils keep^; 
Their love angelical instil. 
Stop every avenue of ill ! 

May they celestial joys rehearse. 
And thought to thought with me converse; 
Or, in my stead, all the night long, 
Sing to my God a grateful song ! 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow. 
Praise Him all creatures here below; 
Piaise Him above, ye heav'nly host. 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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MIDNIGHT HYMN.— % Kenn. 

My God ! now I from sleep awake> 

The sole possession of me take ; 

From midnight terrors me secure. 

And guard my heart from thoughts impure. 

BlessM angels ! while we silent lie. 
You hallelujahs sing on high : 
You joyful hymn the Ever-blest 
Before the throne, and never rest. 

I with your choir celestial join 
In o0erUng up a hymn divine.; 
With you in heav'n I hope to dwell. 
And bid the night and world farewelL 

O ! when shall I, in endless day. 
For ever chase dark sleep away. 
And hymns with the supernal choir 
Incessant sing, and never tire ! 

BlessM Jesu ! Thou, on heav'n intent. 
Whole nights hast in devotion spent ; 
But T, frail creature, :SOon am tir*d. 
And all my zeal is soon expir'd. 

Shine on me, LoRDi, new life impart. 
Fresh ardours kindle in my heart.; 
One ray of Thy all-quick'ning light 
Dispels the sloth and clouds of night. 
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Lord ! lest the Tempter me surprise. 
Watch over Thy own Sacrifice ; 
All loose, all idle thoughts, cast out, 
And make my very dreams devout. 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow. 
Praise Him all creatures here below; 
Praise Him above,, ye heav'nly host. 
Praise Father, Son, and Holt Ghost. 



HYMN FOR A CHILD. 

O great and glorious Gogd above. 
Fountain of Light, and Source of Love; 
Witir raised hands and* ben(3[ed knee 
An infant lifb her prayisr to Thee. 

O merciful and gracious Lord! 
Teach me to understand' thy wbrd ; 
Teach me in childhood's eai^ hour 
To l,ove Thy Name, to feifr Thy Power: 

To know that my RBf>EEMER gave 
His precious blood" my soul to save ; 
Oh ! may my sdul but grateful prove. 
For that amdzing act of love I 

When adverse storms obscure my sky. 
Oh ! let me feel that thou art nigh ; 
Or if prosperity be mine. 
That all which I possess is thine. 
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PRAISE TO GOD.— Dr. Watig^ 

How glorious b OUT heavenly King,. 

Who reigns above the sky ! 
How shall a child presume to sing 

His dreadful Majesty? 

How great His pow*r is, none can tell,. 

Nor think how large His grace ; 
Not men below, nor saints that dwell 

On high befi>re His &ce. 

Not angels that stand round the LoBi> 

Can search His secret will: 
But they perfonn His beay'nly word» . 

And sing His prsuses still. 

Then let me join this holy train. 
And my first c^'riogs bring; 

Th* eternal God will not disdain 
To hear an infant sing. 

My heart resolves, my tongue obey$». 

And angels shall rejoice 
Ti> hear their mighty Maker^s praise 

Sound from a feeble voice» 
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PRAISE FOR MERCIES.~Dr. WatU. 

Whenever I take my walks abroad. 

How many poor I see; 
What shall I render to my God, 

For all His gifts to ihe ? 

Not more than others I deserve. 
Yet God has giyen me more ; 
For I have food, while others starve^ 
. Or beg from door to door. 

How many chiktien, in the strtet. 

Half naked I hehold; 
While I am cloth'd from head to feet. 

And covered from the eold ! 

While some po q ^ wctd ics softreecaa tell. 
Where they may lay their head, 

I have a home wtoein to dwell. 
And rest upon my bed. 

While others early kam to swear. 
And curse, and lie, and steal. 

Lord, I am taught Thy Name to fear. 
And do Thy holy wilU 

Are these Thy mercies, defy by day. 

To me above the rest ? 
Then 1^ me love Thee more than they,> 

And try to serve Thee best^ 

»4 
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THE ALL-SEEING GOD.— Dr. Wmita 

Almiqhtt God, Thy piercn^ eye 

Strikes thro* the shades 
And our most secret adioiis lie 

AU open to Thy sight.. 

Theie^s not m sin thit we commit 

Nor wicked woid we say, 
Bot in Thy dfendfol hookSb writ^ 

Against the judgment-day. 

And most the crimes that I have done 

Be lead and pohlish^dl tbeie? 
Be all e]qpos*d*h^bfe the son. 

While men andt angeb hear ? 

LoBor, arThyfeetasham*Mlie; 

Upward I due«ot hxk; 
FiardoQ my sins before I die. 

And blot them from Thy book^ 

Remember all the dyii^ pains 

That my Rbdbrmbr felt. 
And let* His blood wash out my stains^. 

And answer for my guilt. 

O may I now for ever fear 

T' indulge a sinful thought. 
Since the great God can see and hear^ 

And writes down ey*ry &ult. 
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THE LORD'S DAY— Dr. Watts. 

t 

This is the day when Christ arose 

So early froiQ the dead % 
Why should I keep my eye*lids closM, 

And waste my hours iii hed ? 

This is the day when Jssus broke 
The powV of death and heU; 

And shall I still wear l^atan*s yoke, 
And love my sins so well ? 

To-day with pleasure. Christians meet. 
To pray, and hear the word: 

And I would go with willing feet 
To learn Thy will, O Lord ! 

ril leave my spoi|(| to read and pray. 

And so prepare for heaveii; 
O may I love thit blessed day. 

The best of all the seven ! 



THE SABBATIL— jRev. Wm. Motaa. 

AoAiN returns the day of holy rest> 
Which when He made the world Jehovah blest ; 
When like his own he bade our labot^rs cease. 
And all be piety, and all be peace. 

b5 
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While impious men despise the sage decree. 
From **yain deceit, andlalse philosophy,** 
Let us its wisdom own, its blessings feel. 
Receive with gratitude, perfonn with zeal. 

Let us devote this consecrated day 
To learn His will, and all we learn obey; 
In pure religion^s hallowM duties share. 
And join in penitence, and join in prayer. 

So shall the God of mercy pleased receive 
That only tribute man has power to give ; 
So shall He hear, while fervently we raise 
Our choral harmony in hymns of praise. 

CHORUS. 

Father of H^ven ! iki wbote our bopes confide. 
Whose pow*r. defends us, and whose precepts 

guide ; 
In life our Guardian, and IF^eath our Friend, 
Glory supreme be Thine^ till tiiaae shalj end. 



EVENING. 

Soon will the evening star, with silver ray, 
Shed its mild lustre on this sacred day ; 
Resume We then, ere sleep and silence reign. 
The rites that holiness and Heaven ordain. 
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Stfll let eadi awful truth our thoughts engskge. 
That shines reveal'd on inspiratioD's page; 
Nor those blest hours in vain amusement waste. 
Which tdl who lavish shall lament at hut* 

Here humbfy let us hope our ]lfoker*8 smile^ . 
Will crown, with meet success, our weekly toil; 
And here, on each retumii^ Sabbath join 
la prayer, in penitence, and praise divine. 

CHORUS* , 

Father of Heaven ! in whom our hopes confide. 
Whose pow*r defends us, and whose precepts 

guide ; 
In life our Guardian, and in dteth our Friend, 
Glory supreme be Thine, till time shall end. 



. THE LORD»» SUPPER. 

Hail sacred feast, which Jbsus makes,. 

Rich banquet of His flesh and blood ! 
Thrice happy he, who here partakes 

That sacred cup, that heavenly food. 

Why are its dainties all in vain 
Before unwilling hearts displayed? 

Was not for you the Victim slain ? 
Are you denied the children's bread? 
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O! let thy table hooaor'd be. 

And clothed in wedding robes thy gaesl»;: 
And may eaeh soul salvation see. 

That here its tacied pledges tastes^ 

Let erouds approach Thy table. Lord, 
With hearts preparM let all attend, 

NojT when we leave oorFather^s board* 
The pleasure or the profit end. 



SECOND SUNDAY IN ADVENT.. 

liNthe sun and moon and stars 
Sign» and wonder* there shall he,^ 

Earth shall quake with inward wars. 
Nations with perplexity. 

Soon shall ocean^s hoary deep, 
Tossed with stronger tempests^ rise. 

Wilder storms the mountains sweep. 
Louder thunders rock the skies. 

Evil thoughts shall shake the proud; 

Racking dbubt and restless fearr 
And amid the thunder cloud 

Shall the Judge of men appear. 

But though ftom that awful face 

Heaven shall fade and earth shall fly;. 

Fearnot ye, His chosen race^ 
Your redemption draweth nigWl ' 
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FOURTH SUNDA.Y IN ADVENT. 

The Lord shall come* the earth shall quake. 
The hills their fixed seats forsake ; 
Andy withering from tbe vault of n^ht> 
The stars shall pale their feeble light. 

■ 

The Lord shall come ! but not the same 
As once in lowly guise He came, 
A silent Lamb beibre His foes,. 
A weary Man and full of woes* 

The Lord shall come, a dreadful form» 
With rainbow wreath and robes of storm. 
On cherub wii^ and wings of wind^ 
Anointed Judge of human kind. 

Can this be He, who, wont to stray, 
A pilgrim on the. world's hijgh-way. 
Oppressed by power, and mocked by pride ! 
Is this, is this, the crucified ? 

Now pride and pow'r astonished fly 
The terrors of His altered eye ; 
While Faith, ascending from the tomb. 
In triumph shouts ** The Lord is come.'' 
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CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

Hark ! the herald-an^els sing, 
Olory to the new-hora King I 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconcird*. 
Joyful all ye nations rise, 
Join the triumphs of the skies; 
With th* angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is borA in Bethlehem ! 

CHORUS* 

Hark t the herald-angels sing». 
Glory to the new-born King I 

Christ, by highest heaven adored I 
Christ, the everlasting Lord ! 
Long foretold behold him come. 
Offspring of a Virgin^s womb. 
VeilM in flesh the Godhead see,^. 
Hail the incarnate Deity ! 
Pleased as man with men t' appeai:^ . 
Jesus, our Immanuel here» 

CUORUS^ 

Hark! the herald-angels sing,s 
Glory to the new-born King ! : 
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H^il the he«v*h-boni Prince rf Peace ! 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness ! 
Light and life to all He brings^ 
Ris*n with healing in his wings. 
Mild He lays His glory by ; 
Born that man no more may die; 
Born to raise the sons of earth. 
Bom to give them second birth. 

CHORUS. 

Hark! the herald-angels sing, 
Glory to the new -bora King ! 



INNOCENTS^ DAY. 

O WEEP not o'er thy children's tomb, 

O Rachel weep tiot so ! 
The bud is cropt by tnattytdom. 

The flower in heaven shall blow. 

r 

Firstlings of faith! the murderer's knife 

Fail'd of its deadly aim. 
The God for whom they gave their life. 

Has given His own for thetn. 

Tho* evil were their days and few, 

Baptiz'd in blood and pain. 
He luiows them, whom they never knew, 

And they ^hall live again. 
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Then weep not o*er thy children's tomby 

O Rachael weep not so ! 
The bud b cropt by martyrdom. 

The flowef in heaven shall blow* 



A MORNING HYMN ON EASTER DAY. 

Bp^ Home^ 

Hark! the shrill herald of the mom 
Begins the sons of men to warn. 

And bids them all arise. 
To celebrate His great renown,. 
Who sends the light refulgent down> 

To bless our longing eyes. 

At this the fainting shadows die, 
The powers of darkness swiftly fly 

Before the morning star ; 
Pale trembling murder dares not stay;. 
And fiends, abashM at sight of day» 

Back to their den repair. 

*Tis this the weary sailor cheersy 
Who now no more the tempest hears^ 

Whicb morning bids to cease : 
O ! come that day-spring from on higb,. 
When discord shall with darkness fly» 

And all be light and peacew 
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* T was this that dire w repentant teai7 
From Peter, led by worldly fears 

'His Master tor disown ; 
Warned by the monitor of the day,' 
He cast the works of night away. 

And sought th* abjured Sun. 

Whene'er the bird ef diawniBg eiows^ 
He tells us all how Peter rpse^ 

And marked us out the road r 
That each disciple might begin, 
And wake, like him, from sleep and sin 

To think betimes on God. 

Smote by the eye that looks on all,, 
Let us, obedient to tbecall. 

Arise to weep and pray; 
Till mournful, as on sin we muse. 
Faith, like an angel, tellB die n0ws, 

" The LoBD is ris*n to day." 



PRAYEIL^J^. BowdUr, Jun^ 

Father of Good, to whom belong; 
My morning vow, my evening song^ 
Again,, with trembling joy, to Thee^ 
A wayward child, I bendlmy Imee. 
Myriads of angels guard Thy throne. 
And I am little, I am one ; 
Yet all Thy works Thine eyes survey.:: 
Then hear and help mer while I pra^ 
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T&y gifis my days with gladness crown;^ 
Sin, only sin, hath bowed me down« 
Lord, touch my heart, and make me know 
My Saviour's worth, my Saviour's woe ! 
Then shall my angry will be tame ; 
Then Ihall I learn and weep my shame f 
The weight of wrath in judgment due 
Shall fe^l, and feel Thy mercy too. 

Yet not for pard'ning grace alone' 
I breathe a suppliant sinner's groan : 
Pardon and love are both^ divine ; 
Then give me both, and make me Thine. 
Thy pard*ning grace my. feaors shall qnell ; 
But love shaH pride and sin expel ; 
While faith, in every danger mgh» 
Gives strength, and peace, and liberty. 

So, as I walk my earthly way. 
Thy mercy. Lord, my steps shall stay ^ . 
Brighten with hope my saddest hours. 
And strew the pilgrim path with flowers.^ 
And so, while life and breath are mine^ 
Shall ev*ty power in concert join 
To praise the Goo, to whom belong 
My morning vow and evening song*. 



HYMNS. 19 



THE SYMPATHY OF CHRIST. 



When gathering clouds around I view. 
And days are dark, and friend9 are few^ 
On Him I lean, who, not in vain. 
Experienced every human pain ; 
He feels my grief, allays my fears. 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 

If ought should tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom's narrow way. 
To fly the good I would pursue. 
Or do the sin I would not do. 
Still He who felt temptatioft^s power 
Will guard me in that dangerous hour. 

If wounded love my bosom swell. 
Deceived by those I prized too well. 
He shall His pitying aid bestow. 
Who felt on earth severer woe ;. 
At once betrayed, denied, or. fled 
By those who shared His dailjr bread. 

When sorrowing o'er some stone I bend 
Which covers all that was a friend. 
And from his voice, his hand, his smik. 
Divides me for ^little while. 
Thou, Saviour, mark'st the tears I shed,^ 
For Thou didst weep o*er Lazarus dead.. 
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Wben Texi^f tlKHigte 

And sore diumyed mr spcnl £a. 
When writhing on tlie bed of psm 
1 supfJicnlrlbr test in ^min; 
Still, still, my soul shill think 
Thy bloody sweni nnd tgony* 

And oh ! when I have safi^ pist 
Through every conflid but the kst, 
Wih Thou who once for ne fans! bM» 
In all my sickness make my bed? 
Thm point ta realms of endless day, , 
And wipe the lateat tear away. 



CREATION AND REDEMPTION, 
* Dr. 



Lord, when we creation scan. 
What Thy power has done for man». 
All our conscious hearts agree. 
How much men must owe to Thee. 

Every note that cheers the vale. 
Every sweet that scents the gale. 
Every blooming flower we see. 
Tells that Joy we owe to Thee. 

Every breath that heaves the breast^ 
Every sound by voice exprest. 
Every thought the mind sets free^i, 
Tells that Life we owe to Thee;. 
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But when we redemption yiew^ 
Gaze on aU Thy love could do ; 
LoRDJ our grateful hearts agree. 
How much more we owe to Thee. 

When we think what we had been. 
Sunk in sorrow, lost in sin; 
Saved from sin, from sorrow free. 
More than joy we owe to Thee. 

When we hear our Master say, 
** Death is vanquished, C!ome away. 
Heaven is your's," we all must see 
More than life we owe to Thee* 





GOD'S MERCmS.'^Addison. 

When all thy mercies, O my God, 

My rising soul surveys; 
Transported with the view, Fm lost 

In wonder, love» and praise. 

O ! how shall words with equal wannth 

The gratitude declare. 
That glows within my lavishM heart ? 

But Thou canst read it there. 

Thy providence my life sustain'd. 

And all my wants redrest. 
When in the silent womb I lay« 

And hung upon the breast* 
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To all my weak complaints and cries, 

Thy mercy lent an ear, 
^£re yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 

To form themselves in prayer. 

UnnumberM comforts to my soul 

Thy tender care bestow^dy 
Before my infant heart conceivVl 

From whom those comforts flow'd. 

When in the slipp*ry paths of youth. 

With heedless steps 1 ran, 
Thine arm unseen conveyM me safe. 

And led me up to man. 

Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths. 

It gently cleared my way. 
And through fhe pleasing snares of vice. 

More to be fear'd than they. 

When worn with sickness, oft hast Thou 
With health renew'd my face. 

And when in sin and sorrow sunk, 
Rerviv'd ray soul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss 

Has made my cup run o^er. 
And \fL a kind and fiaithful friend 

Has doubled all my store. 

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ, 
Nor is the least a grateful heart. 

That tastes those ^p&n with joy. 
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Through every period of my life, 

Thy goodness 1*11 pursue ; 
And after death in distant worlds 

The glorious theme renew. 

'When Nature fails, and day and night 

Divide Thy works no more, 
BIy ever grateful heart, O Lord, 

Thy mercy shall adore. 

Through all eternity to Thee 

A joyful song Til raise. 
For oh! etemity*8 too short 

To utter all Thy praise. 



GOD'S PROVIDENTIAL CAUK^Addisan. 

How are Thy servants hkst, O Lord! 

How sure is their defence! 
Eternal Wisdom is their guide. 

Their help, QmBipotence. 

In foreign realms, ^md lands remote. 

Supported by Thy care. 
Through burning climes I ass'd unhurt. 

And breathed untainted air. 

Thy mercy sweeten'd ev'ry soil. 

Made every region please ; 
The hoary Alpine hills it warm'd, 

And smooth'd the Tyrrhene seas. 
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Think) my «oul» jdevoutly think. 

How with affrighted eyes. 
Thou saw'st the wide extended deep 

Id all its horrors rise ! 

Confusion dwelt in every face. 

And fear in every heart; 
When waves on waves, and gulphs in gulphs, 

Overcame the pilot's art. 

Yet then from all my griefs, Lord, 

Thy mercy set me free. 
Whilst in the confidence of pray*r. 

My soul took hold 6n Thee. > 

For though in dreadful whirls we hung 

High on the broken wave, 
I knew Thou wert not slow to hear, 

TSioT impotent to save. 

The storm was laid, the winds retir'd. 

Obedient to Thy will ; 
The sea, that roarM at Thy command, 

At Thy command was still. 

In midst of dangers, fears, and death. 

Thy goodness PU adore. 
And praise Thee for Thy mercies past. 

And humbly hope for more. 

My life, if Thou preservst my life. 

Thy sacrifice shall be ; 
And deaths when death must be my doom. 

Shall join my soul to Tbee; 
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DAY OF JUDGMENT.— Jicfiwn. 

VfHfiN rising from the bed of Deathi 
O'erwlielm'd with guilt and fear, 

I see my Maker, face to. face,* 
O how shall I appear ! 

If yety while pardon may be founji. 

And mercy may be sought. 
My heart with inward horror shrinks. 

And trembles at the thought ; 

When Thou, OLord, shak stand-disdos^d. 

In majesty severe. 
And sit in judgment on my soul, 

O ! how shall I appear i 

« 

But Thou hast told the troubled mind. 

Who does her sins lament. 
The timely tribute of her tears 

Shall endless woe prevent. 

iThen see my sorrows, my God, 

Ere yet it be too late ; 
And hear my Saviour's dying groans. 

To give those sorrows weight. 

For never -shall my soul despair 

Her pardon to procure, 
Who knows thine only Son has died 

To make her pardon sure. 
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ADDRESS TO THE DEITY.— MrrridL 



Gop of fliy beaUi^ wlioie tender caEie 

Fifit gare me poir'r to mote. 
How th«n flif tbankfol heart dedare 

The wondert of Tlgr lore ? 
While Toid of thoi^;ht and sense I lay» 

Dost of my parent earth. 
Thy breath infenn*d the sleeiiing clay. 

And called me to the birth. 

From Thee the parts their fashion took^ 

And, ere my life hegtm. 
Within the Tolume of Thy book 

Were written one by one. 
Thine eye beheld in open view 

The yet imfinish*d plan ; 
The shadowy lines Thy pencil drew. 

And formM the future man. 

Oh ! may this frame» which rising grew 

fiei^eath thy plastic hands. 
Be dtudious ever to pursue 

Whate*er Thy will commands. 
The soul which mores this earthly load. 

Thy semblance let it bear» 
Nor lose the traces of the God, 
. Who stamp*il His linage there* 
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PART H. 

Thoa» wlio within this earthly shrine 

,Hast pour'd Thy qnid^'ning ray» 
Oh ! let Thy inflnence on me shine. 

And purge each mtsl away. 
With curioos seaich 1^ others ask 

Through Nature*s depth to see; 
Oh ! teach my soul the hetter task. 

To know itself and Thee. 

Teach me to know how weak the mind. 

That yields to erring pride ; 
And make my doubting reason find 

Thy word its safest guide. 
Let me not, lost in learning* s maze. 

Religion's flame resign : 
*f or what's the worth of human praise. 

Compared, my God, to Thine ? 

Keep in my soul the strong delight. 

The hopes that in me rise, 
Whfle Faith presents before my sight 

The bliss that never dies. 
Oh! be those hopes my otity boast, ^ 

That faith my whole employ; 
Till faith in knowledge shall be lost. 

And hope in fullest joy. 
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PART III 

Where'er 1 turn my wakeful thought, •' 

Uunumber'd foes I see ; 
Guide of my youth, forsake me not, > 

But lead me safe to Thee. 
As on I press, distrust and doubt 

Dissuasive step between ; 
While pleasures tempt me from without. 

And passions war within. 

Yet fix*d on Thee, I lose each fear, . 

Each vain assault I brave ; 
I know Thee, Lord, not slow to hear. 

Nor impotent to save. 
Oh ! cast my errors from Thy sight. 

And let them pass away 
Unheeded, as a watch by night. 

Or as a cloud by day. 

Sd while, in secret thought arraigned, 

0*er my past life 1 go. 
And miark how oft I urgM Thy hand 

To strike th' avenging blow : 
So oft shall my repeajted lays 

My thankful heart .declare^ 
And joy to celebrate Thy praise. 

Whose mercy deign*d to spare* 
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ON THE WORKS OF CREATION, 

Bbauty complete, and majesty divine. 
In all Thy works, ador'd Creator, shine. 
Wherever I cast my wond'ring eyes around, 
The God I seek in every part is found. 
Pursuing Thee, the flow'ry fields I trace. 
And rfead Thy name on ev'ry spire of gra^ 
I follow Thee thro* many a lonely shader 
And find Thee in the solitary glade. 
I meet Thee in the kind refreshing gale. 
That gently passes thro' the dewy vale. 
The pink, the jasmin, and the ptirple rose. 
Perfumed by Thee, their flagtant leaves disclose. 
The feathered choir, that welcome in the sprmg. 
By Thee were taught their various notes to si^g. 
By Thee the Morning in her crimson vest 
And ornaments of'goldeh clouds is drest. 
The Sun, in all his splendour, wears Thy beams. 
And drinks in light from Thy exhaustless streams. 
The Moon reveals Thee by her glimm*ring ray; 
U nnumber'd Stars Thy glorious paths display. . 
Amidst the solemn darkness of the night. 
The thonghts of God my musing soul delight. 
Thick shades and night Thy dread pavilion form; 
I n state Thou rid*st u^n the flying storm ; 
While Thy strong hand its fiercest rage rest^ins^ 
And holds the wild unmanagM winds in reins. 
What sparklings of Thy majesty appear. 
When thro* the firmament swift lightnings glarf '\ 
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When peals of thunder fill the skies around, 
I hear Thy voice in the tremendous sound. 
But, oh ! how small a part is known of Thee, 
From all Thy works' immense variety. 
Whatever mortal men perfection name. 
Thou, in an infinite degree^ dost claim. 

And while I here Thy feintest shadows trace, 
I pine to see the glories of Thy £Eice ; 
Where beauty, in its never-clmnging height 
And uncreated excellence, shines bright. 
When shall the heav'nly scene, without controU 
Open in dazzling triumph on my soul ? 
My pow*r8, with all their ardour, shall ador«. 
And languish for terrestrial charms no more.^. 



THE BIBLE. 

Hail stored volume of eternal truth ! 
Thou staff of age ! thou guide of wand'ring-youth I 
Thou art the race which all that run shall win. 
Thou the ftole shield against the darts of sin; 
Thou giv'st the weary rest, the poor man wealth. 
Strength to the weak, and to the lazar health. 

Lead me, my Kino ! my Saviour ! and my God I 
Thicough all those paths thy sainted servants trod t 
Teach me thy twofold nature to explore, 
C^opy the human, the Divine adore. 
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To want witk^ pitiienG^ to abound widi lear 
And walk betweea prcsumpdoQ and despair^ 
Then shall Iby blood wash out the stain of guilt, 3 
And not in vain, for. me, even me, be spilt* 



VENI CREATOR SPIRITUS;. 

Crbator Spirit, by whose aid 

The woild's foundations first were Isdd,.. 

Come visit every pious mind ;• 

Gome pour Thy joys on human liind ;, 

From sin and sorrow set us A^e, 

And make Thy temples worthy Thee*. 

O source of uncreated light. 
The Father^s promised Paraclete! 
Thrice holy founts thrice holy fire. 
Our hearts with heavenly love inspire r 
Come, and Thy sacred unction bring. 
To sanctify us, while we sing^. 

Plenteous* of grace, descend from high,. 
Rieh in Thy sevenfold energy! 
Thou strength of His almighty hand. 
Whose power does heaven and earth command?, 
Proceeding Spirit, our defence. 
Who dost the gift ol>tongues dispenses^ 
And crown'st thy ^twith elo^enoe^ 
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Refine and pmge ooi ourthly puts; 
But, oh, inflame and fiie pur hearts I 
Oar firaihies help, our yice control. 
Submit the senses to the soal ; 
And when rebellioos they are grown. 
Then lay Thy hand, and hold them down. 

Chase from our minds the infernal foe. 
And peace, the fruit of love, bestow ; 
And lest our feet should step astray. 
Protect and guide us in the way. 

Make us eternal truths receive. 
And practise all that we believe : 
Give us Thyself, that we may see 
The Father, and the Son, by Thee. 

Immortal honour, endless fame. 
Attend the Almighty Father*s name : 
The Sas^iour Son be glorified. 
Who for lost man's redemption died : 
And equal adoration be. 
Eternal Paraclete, to Thee. 



FOR A CHARITY SERMON.— J. BowdUr, Jun. 

QoD, from his thrcme above the skies, 
: This darkling orb surveys ; 
And bids the sun in glory rise 
To cheer a guilty race. 
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Alike to court and lowly glen. 

Alike to friend and foe. 
Freely for all the sons of men. 

His daily boonties flow. 

Nor rich with mercies less divine, 

iMMANUBii's holy name. 
When, Heir and Lord of Judah^s line. 

The ^reat Deliverer came. 

No bounded love, no partial grace, - 

The heavenly heralds sung ; 
They tiold of joy to every race. 

Of praise in every tongue. 

For wide as ocean ranges round. 

And far as winds can TOYCf 
From Salem swelPd the solemn sound 

Of pardon, peace, and love. 

Oh! then, while winged to Heaven in prayer 

Our grateful accents flow. 
For all the gifts we freely share. 

And all the hopes we know : 

'Be our*s the joy with ready zeal 

To hail a Father's will ; 
The love a Saviour felt to feel. 

The work he wrought fulfil. 

So through the earth shall mercy reign. 

And God, by mercy won, 
Receive his long-lost world again^ 

The kingdom of his Son. 
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THANKFULNESS.— J. Bowdler, Jun. 

SiNo to the Lord with cheerful voice* 
From realm to realm the notes shall sounds 

And heaven's exalting sons rejoice 
To hear the full Hosanna round. 

When starting from the shades of night, 
At dread Jbhovah'b high hehest» 

The sun array*d his limbs in light. 
And earth her virgin beauty dressM ; 

Thy praise transported Nature sung 
. In pealing chorus wide and far; 
The echoing vault with rapture rung. 
And shouted ev*ry morning star. 

When bending from His native sky, 
The Lord of Life in mercy came. 

And laid his bright effulgence by. 
To bear on earth a human name ; 

The song, by cherub voices raised, 

Roird through the dark blue depths above^. 
And Israel's shepherds heard, amazed. 

The seraph notes of peace and love. 

And shall not roan the concert join. 
For whom this bright creation rose; 

For whom the fires of morning shine. 
And eve's still lamps that woo repose ? 
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And shall not be the eltoniB swell. 
Whose form the inesMMite Godhead wote ? 

Whose guilt, whose feairs, whose triumphs tell 
How deep the wounds his Saviour hore ! 

Long as yon giittering avch shall hend» 

Long as yon orhs in glory roll. 
Long as the streamy of life descend, '• 

To cheer with hope the fainting soul ; 

Thy praise shall fill each grateful voice,' 
Shall bid the song of rapture sound ; 

And heayen*s exulting sons rejoice 
To bear the full Hosanna round. 



THE SABBATH.— J. BouxUet, Jun.. 

When God from dust created man. 
Six days beheld the growing plan. 

Six days His power confessed ; 
The seventh, in festal joy toayed. 
His {^rfect work, well-pleased, surveyed 

The Almighty Sire, and blessed. 

And, mindful of that solemn day. 
His grateful sons their liomage pay 

Before the eternal throne ; 
With hynms of praise and pious prayer,. 
His everlasting rest declare. 

And, joyful, wait their own» 
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» 

For, not in vain^. by twilight herr^ 
With' many a doubt, and many a f«M^ 

Our pilgrim path we tread ; 
A little learn, a little do, 
, Observe, discover, hope, pursue,—- 
And mingle with the diead. 

Beyond the dark and stormy bound,; 
That guards our dull horizon rounds 

A lovelier vale extends ; 
Messiah rules in mercy there. 
And o^er His altar, bright in air. 

The morning star ascends. 

Oh ! holy seat of love and peace. 
The sounds of war and conflict cease^ 

Within thy quiet reign r 
And every flower of fairest hue. 
That once in favored Eden grew. 

Shall rise. and bloom again^ 

For Thee, the early patriarch sighed^. 
Thy distant glory faint descried. 

And hailed the blest abode : 
A stranger here, he sought a home^. 
Fixed in a city yet to come,; 

The city of his God. 

And oft by Siloa^s haunted stream^ 
In heavenly trance, or holy dream>. 

To faithful Israel shewn. 
Triumphant over all her foes. 
The true, the living Salem rose>. 

ifiiiovAH*s pmmised throne. 
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Yet, yet, a few short hours must run. 
And, GoD*8 unchanging purpose done. 

The immortal day shall dawn ; 
Eyen now on yonder mountains grey, 
Methinks, I see a wandering ray 

Proclaim the approaching mom. 

Come» Saviour, come. Creator Lord, 
Substantial Light, Eternal Word, 

Thy chosen seed redeem ; 
Awake, as in the elder time. 
And marshail all thy hosts sublime^ 

And bid thy banner stream. 

And oh ! while yet we linger here. 
With promised grace descend and cheer 

Our doubtful path below ; 
That strong in faith, and warm with lore. 
With steady aim our feet may more. 

Our grateful bosoms glow. 

LITANY. 

Saviour, when in dust to Thee 
Low we bend the adoring knee ; 
When, repentant, to the skies 
Scarce we lift our weeping eyes : 
Oh, by all thy pain and woe, 
(Suffered once for man below,) 
Bending from Thy throne on high. 
Hear our solemn Litany I 

By Thy helpless infant years. 
By Thy life of want and tears. 
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By Thy days of sore distress 
In the savage wilderness ; ^ 

By the dread mysterious hour 
Of the insulting tempter*s power. 
Turn, oh turn, a favouring eye. 
Hear our solemn Litany ! 

By the sacred griefs that wept 
O'er the grave where Lazarus slept ; 
By the boding tearis that flowed 
Over Salem's loved abode ; 
By^ the anguish*d sigh that told 
Treachery lurk'd within thy fold ; 
From thy seat above the sky 
Hear our solemn Litany i 

By Thine hour of dire despair. 
By Thine agony of prayer. 
By the cross, the nail, the thorn. 
Piercing spear, and torturing scorn. 
By the gloom that veilM the skies 
O'er the dreadful sacrifice ; 
Listen to our humble cry. 
Hear our solemn Litany ! 

By Thy deep expiring groan. 
By the sad sepulchral stone. 
By the vault, whose dark abode 
Held in vain the rising God ; 
Oh ! from earth to heaven restor'd. 
Mighty, re-ascended Lord, 
Listen, listen to the cry 
Of our solemn Litany ! 



HYMNS. 39 



FROM RELIGIO CLERIC I.^-Moion. 

Father, Redeemer, Cobiforter Divine ! 

This humble ofifring to Thy equal shrine 

Here Thy unworthy servant grateful pays 

Of undivided thanks, united praise. 

For ail those mercies, which at birth began. 

And ceaseless flowed thro* lifers long lengthen'd 

span; 
Propt my frail trame thro' all the varied scene, 
Wit^ health enough for many a day serene ; 
Enough of science clearly to discern 
How few important truths the wisest learn ; 
Enough of arts ingenious to employ 
The vacant hours, when graver studies cloy ; 
Enough of wealth to serve each honest end. 
The poor to succour, or assist a friend ; 
Enough of faith in Scripture to descry. 
That the sure hope of immortality. 
Which only can the fear of death remove. 
Flows from the fountain of Redeeming Love« 



MORNING HYMN OF ADAM AND EVE. 

Milton. 

These are Thy glorious works. Parent of good. 

Almighty ; Thine this universal frame. 

Thus wondrous fair ^ Thyself how wondrous then ! 
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Unspeakable, who sit^st above these heavens^. 
To us invisible, or dimly seen 
In these thy lowest works, yet these declare 
Thy goodness beyond thought, and power Divine : 
Speak, ye who best can tell, ye sons of light. 
Angels, for ye behold Him, and with song? 
And choral symphonies, day without night. 
Circle His throne rejoicing ; ye in heaven. 
On earth join all ye creatures to extol 
Him first. Him last. Him midst, and without end. 
Thou Sun, of this great world both eye and soul, 
Acknowlege Him thy greater ; sound his praise 
]n thy eternal course, both when thou climb'st. 
And when high noon hast gain'd, and when tho* 

fairst. 
Moon, that now meet'st the orient Sun, now fly'st 
With the fixt Stars, fixt in their orb that flies. 
And ye five other wandering I'lres that move 
In mystic dance not without song, resound 
His praise, who out of darkness call'd up light. 
His praise, ye Winds, that from four quarters blow. 
Breathe soft or loud: and wave your tops, ye 

, Pines, 
With every Plant, in sign of worship wave. 
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praise. 
Join voices all ye Irving Souls, ye Birds, 
That singing up to heaven^s gate ascend. 
Bear on your wings, and in your notes, His 

praise ; 
Ye that in waters glide* and ye that walk 
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The earth, and stately tread, or lowly creep ; 
Witness if I be silent, mom or even. 
To hill or valley, fountain or fresh shade^ 
Made vocal by my song, and taught His praise ; 
Hail, universal Lord, be bounteous still 
To give us only good^ and if the night 
Have gathered ought of evil, or conceal*d, 
IHsperse it, as now light dispels the darlu 
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OTHER PARTS OF SCRIPTURE, 



TRANSLATED OR IMITATBD. 



FIRST PSALM IMITATED. 

Happy, O ! happy is his state. 

Whose thoughts are always right ;. 
Whose zeal the wicked ne'er ahate. 

Whom no ill words delight : 
But who the law of God pursues. 
In all he thinks, in all he does ; 
And, only earnest to obey. 
Makes it his study night and day. 

Like some fair tree a brook beside, 
Whose waters nourish as they glide. 

And keep it ever green. 
Which blossoms cover in the spring,- 
Which autumn's golden honors bring ; 

So shall this man be seen«. 
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For God, in whom he puts his trust. 
Is ever good, is ever just ; 
And wQl his righteous servant give. 
In constant peace and joy to live. 

But hapless is the sinner's fate \ 
Whose thoughts to error tend ; 

To whom examples laws create. 
Whom every wind can bend : 

Fictitious hope his fancy feeds ; 

He restless toils, yet ne'er succeeds ; 

But sees the prospects he design'd 

Dispers'd, like chaflF feefbre the wind. 

Such is the order here of things. 
Which from the wisest Being springs. 

That evil works in vain ; 
Goodness still draws its own reward, 
While .those who wicked ends regard. 

Pursue and purchase pain. 

For high injustice and in might, 
God still to man dispenses right : 
Still to the good shall life supply, 
Aiid let the stubborn sinner die. 



PSALM XllL— New Fenian. 

How long wilt thou forget me. Lord ? 

Must I for ever mourn? 
How long wilt Thou withdraw from me ? 

Oh 1 never to return ? 
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How long shaU anxious thoughts my soul. 

And grief my heart oppress ? 
How long my enemies insult. 

And I have no redress ? 

Oh, hear hand to my longing eyes 

Restore thy wonted light ; 
And suddenly, or I shall sleep 

In everlasting night. 

Then shall my song, with praise inspired. 

To thee my God ascend. 
Who to thy servant in distress 

Such bounty did*st extend. 



PI5ALM XV.— New Version. 

Lord, who*s the happy man, that may 

To Thy blest courts repair ; 
Not, stranger like, to visit them. 

But to inhabit there ? 

*Tis He whose ev*Ty thought and deed 

By rules of virtue moves ; 
Whose generous tongue disdains to speak 

The Uiing his heart disproves. 

Who never did a slander forge. 
His neighbour's fame to wound; 

^Qr hearken to a false report. 
By malice whiiq>er*d round. 
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Who rice, in all its pomp and pow^T^ 

Can treat with joit n€gleet ; 
And piety, though doath^d in rags. 

Religiously respect. 

Who to his plighted tows and trust 

Has ever firmly stood : 
And, tho* he promise to his loss. 

Yet makes his promise good. 

ThetnaUf who, by this steady course, ^ 

Has happiness ensur -d. 
When earth's fouadatbn shakes, shall standi 

By providence aec«r*d. 



PSALM XV.^Masan. 

Lord I who may to thy love aspire, 
Or hope to join thy heavenly choir ; 
But he who rests on thee his trust. 
Whose thoughts are pure, his actions just,' 
Whose word is truth, whose open heart 
Disdains the mean disguise of art ; 
Who, swift to praise, as slow to blame. 
Guards as his own his neighbour's fgme. 
Despising earthly pomp and state, 
He knows the good alone are great. 
If danger wakes, or justice sleieps. 
Alike, if giV*n, his wbrd he keeps. 



^o gains Imuriouft swell his hoard. 
Ho guiltless blood embmes his sword; 
Whom ao rewards to vice allure. 
He, walking wisely, walkethsure. 



PSALM XlX.-^Addison. 

The spacious firmament on high. 
With all the blue ethereal sky. 
And spangled heavens, a shining ftame, 
Their great Original proclaim : 
Th' unwearied sun, from day to day, 
Does his Creator's pow'r display, 
And publishes to every land 
The work of an Almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail. 
The moon takes up the wond*rous tale^ 
Andnightly to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth : 
Whilst all the stars that round her bura, 
And all the planets in their turn, 
'Confirm the tidings as they roll. 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 

Wbut though, in solemn silence, aU 
Move round the dark terrestrial ball ? 
Wha(t though no real voice nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be fovmd f ' 
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In reason's ear they ail rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voice. 
For ever singing, as they shine, 
** The Hand that made us is Divine.^ 



PSALM XXllh— Addison. 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd's care : 
His presence shall my wants supply-. 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noon-day walks He shall attend. 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

When in the sultry glehe I faint. 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant; 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wandering steps He leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow. 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

Though in the paths of death I tread; 
With gloomy horrors overspread. 
My stedfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For thou, O L0RD5 art with me still ; 
Thy friendly crook shall give me aid, 
Atid guide me through the dreadful shade. 

T}u>ugh in a bare and nigged way. 
Through devious. loAely wilds I 8tray» 
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Thy bounty shall my pains beguile. 
The barren wilderness shall smile. 
With sudden greens and herbage crown*d^ 
And streams shall munnur idl round. 



PSALM XXHL PARAPHRASED. 

The Lord Jshovah doth my spirit keep. 

The great good Shepherd of the chosen sheep; 

How then, alas ! O how can I repine. 

When all that is, is Christ*s, and Christ is mine? 

Oft on my journey as I pant for rest. 

With hunger famish'd, and with thirst opprest; 

Far firom the dusty whirl of care and strife. 

He gently leads me to the Word of Life : 

There on the arm of Faith my head reclin*^. 

In pleasant pastures sweet repose I find ; 

Where springs for evermore, from holy ground. 

Each herb for med'cipe or for food renown*d ; 

A crystal stream, the solace ,pf our woes. 

From GoD*s high throne^ thro* all those pastures 

flows; 
Of this world*s lust* to quench the burning heat. 
And all her sorrows make the soul forget. 
My Shepherd's love, O ! how shall 1 repay ? 
Who first recaird me, when I went astray ; 
From hjBav'n He came, and left the angels there. 
To seek and save me, lost in deserts drear ; 
For errors past. He paid the ransom down. 
And gave me wisdom, and a strength unknown. 
To find and keep the waythatleads to glory's croiw^gi* 
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What tho* betwixt us lies Death's shadowy vale, 
And clouds and darkness on the prospect dwell. 
The path 1 tread, my Saviour trod before. 
And that blest tree, which once His body bqre, 
Firm grasp* d by Hope, is ever at my side, 
A rod to conquer, and a staff to guide. 
This shall conduct me thro^ the dismal road. 
And place me glorious on the mount of God, 
Where heav*n*s high King His table has prepared 
For those who, while on earth. His sorrows shar'd ; 
Blest souls, who taste the mercies of the Lord, 
And drink delights from cups exhaustless pour*4 ; 
Joy everlasting on their heads descends ! 
Behold, ye scomers, and despair, ye fiends. 
Come, dearest Lord, all-gracious Shepherd, come. 
And lead a poor lost sheep in. safety home. 
O ! let Thy watchful care my steps attend, 
'Till this sad pilgrim^s life shall have an end; 
Then, when the hand that gave, demands my 

breath. 
Crown all Thy mercies with a Christian death ; 
My soul fo Sipn^s hill let angels bear. 
Amidst the Hock redeemed to appear. 
And with the Shepherd Lamb abide for ever there. 
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PSALM XXlV.-j. Bawdier, Jun. 



Jehovah's throne is fix'd above, 

And bright through all the courts of love 

His cherub choirs appear : 
Ah! how shall man ascend so high, 
A feeble racex^ndefun'd to die. 

The heirs of guilt and fear ! 

Shall towering Strength, or eagle Sight, 
Essay to win the sacred height 

By saint aird seraph trod ? 
That living light, that holiest air. 
The guileless heart alone shall share. 

The pure behold their God, 

Yet think not that ^h fruitlesid p&ki'. 
One tear shall drop, ohe sigh ih'Vftm 

Repentant swell thy breast ; 
See, see the great' R£oB£MER come 
To bear his exiled children hoiile. 

Triumphant to their redt. 

Even now, from^-earth^s remotest end, 
Ten thousand thousand votoeft blend 

To bless the Saviour's power : 
Within Thy tem|>le, LoRd^ w^ stand. 
With willing heart, a pilgrim band. 

And wait the promis'd ^Kmr. 

d2 
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Then high your golden portals raise. 
Ye everlasting gates of praise. 

Ye heavens the triumph share ; 
Messiah comes, with all His train, 
: lie comes to claim His purchased reigu, 
.And rest for ever there! ' 



PSALM XXIX.— Afcrricifc. 

Sing, ye isong'of might, O sing 
Praise to heaven's eternal King ; 
Pow*r and strength to Him assign. 
And before His hallowM shrine 
Yield the homage that His name 
From a creature's lips may claim. 
Hark ! His voice in thunder breaks 
HushM to silence, while He speaks, 
Ocean's way^ from pole to pole 
Hear the awful accents roll : 
'See, as louder yet they rise. 
Echoing thro^gh the vaulted skies. 
Loftiest cedars lie o'erthrown. 
Cedars of steepvLebanon. 
Now the bur8ting*clouds give way, 
And the ^vnd lightnings play, 
And the wilds, by man untrod. 
Hear, dismayed, th' .approaching God. 
Prostrate on the sacred floor, 
Israeli sons His name mdoie, 
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While HW acts to every tdngue 

Yield its argument of song* 

He the swelling surge conniiands^ 

Fix*d His throne for ever stands; 

He ^ His people shall encrease, 

*'Arm with strength^ and hless with peace. 



n 



PSALM XXXIV^^JVw Version. 

Thro* all the chai^ng scenes of life. 

In trouble and in joy» 
The praises of my God shall still 

My heart and tongue employ. 

Of His deliverance I will boasts 

Till all that are distrest». 
From my example^ comfort' take. 

And charm their griefs to rest. 

O magnify the Iu>rd with me ; 

With me exalt His name : 
When in distsess to Him I call'd. 

He to my rescue came. 

Oh, make but trial of His love. 

Experience will decide 
How bless'd they are, and only they. 

Who in His truth confide* 

Fear Him, ye saints, and ye w^ll thet^ 
Have nothing else to fear ; 

Make you His service your delight. 
Your wants shall be Hi» careit 

d3 
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Deliv'rance to Hissaiata he gives. 
When His relief they crave : 

He's nigh to heal the hroken heart. 
And contrite spirit save. 

For God preserves the souls of those 
Who on His truth depend ; 

To them and their posterity 
His blessings shall descend. 



PSALM XXXIX.— Mcrric*. 

« 

Whbrb, Lobd, sh&U I my refuge see ^ 
On whom repose my hope huttXiiee ?. 

purge my guilty not let my foe 
Exulting mock ipy Inighteii'd woe. 
Convinc'd that Thy paternal hand 
Inflicts but what niy sins demand, 

1 speechless sate : nor plaintive word^ 
Nor murmur, from my lips was heard. 
But O, in Thy appointed hour 
Withdraw Thy rod ; lest Nature's pow'r. 
While griefs on griefs my. heart assail. 
Unequal to the conflict, fail. 

O, how Thy chastisements impair 
The human form, however fair 1 
How frail the strongest frame we see» 
U Thou the sinner V fate decree ! 
As when the fretting moth» consume 
The laboui;. ofcthft cun^iqn&looimg^ 
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The texture fails, the dyes decay> 

And all its Itistre fades away: 

Such, man, thy state ; then, humbled^ own 

That vanity and'ifaoa are one. 

To Thee, great God, my knees I bend ; 

To Thee my ceaseless prayers ascend ; 

let my sorrows reach thine ears. 

And mark my sighs, my groans, my tears. 
God of my fathers ! here, as they, 

1 walk the pilgrim of a day ; 

A transient guest. Thy works admire, 
And instant to my home retire. 

spare me, Loi^d, awhile, O spare. 
And Nature's ruin'dMrength repair. 
E'er life's short circuit wander'd o*er, 

1 perish, and am seen no more. 



PSALM XLII J. Bowdkry Jun. 

PARTI. 

A s panting in the sultry beam - 
The hart desires the cooling 9tream» 
So to Thy presence. Lord, I flee. 
So longs my soul, O God I for Thee; 
Athirst to taste Thy living grace. 
And see Thy glory face to face. 

But rising griefs distress my 80ul» 
And tears on tears successive xoU : 

d4 
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For manyan evil-iroiee k 

Tochide mjwoe, mad\aotk mj kmr; • 

AadsUent M teiory weeps ikMie» 

O'er houis of peace and f^adbesi flown*. 

For I Bare waited tbe liappy loimd 

Tbat circles Sioii*s lioly ground. 

And gladly swell*d tlie dioral lays 

That hymnM my great Rkdkembr's praiar. 

What t* jQe the hallowM arch aloi^ 

Responsive swellM the solemn soi^. 

Ah ! why, hy passing donds oppressed. 
Should rexii^ thoughts distiact thy breast ? 
Turn, turn to Him, in^eveiy pain. 
Whom never suppliant sought in vain ; 
Thystrength, in joy*!s ecstatic day, . 
Thy hope, when joy has pass*d avray.. 



EAETn: 

0<jOd! my heart within me £uBts». 
And pours in sighs her deep complaints;. , 
Yet many a thought shall linger still 
By Carmers height and Tabor's rill. 
The Olive Mount my Saviour trod, . 
The rocks that saw and own'd their God» 

The morning beam that wakes the skies>. 
SSiall see my matin incense rise ;. 
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The ev*Ding aJeraphs, as they rove. 
Shall catch the notes of joy and love. 
And sullen night, with drowsy ear. 
The still repeated anthem hear*. 

My soul shall cry to Thee, OLok6^ 
To Thee, supreme incarnate Word, 
My rock and fortress, shield and friend; 
Creator, Savicnjr, source and end:; 
And Thou wilt hear Thy servant's prayer. 
Though Death and Darkness^ speak despair. 

Ah ! why, bypassing clouds oppress'd. 
Should vexing thoughts distract thy breast i 
Turn, turn to Him in every pain. 
Whom never suppliant sought in vain ; 
Thy strength, in joy's ecstatic c'ay. 
Thy hope„ when joy has pass'd away.. 



PSALM XLlh^Dr. CoUan. 



With fierce desire the hunted hart 
£xplore» the cooling stream ; 

Mine is a passion stroi^er far, . 
And mine a noUer theme, r 

Ves, with supenor fenK>rs, Lord,/ 

I thirst to see Thy face ; 
My languid soul would fain appfoaeh^ 

The fountains. q£ Thy grace. . 

»5 
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Oh ! the greit plent^r of Tfasy housed 
The Tieh reftreshments there ! 

To live aaexile from' TfayrCOBVts 
O^erwhelnuHnie with despair; 

In worship when I join'diThy saintSy 
How sweetly pass'd my days.! 

Prayer my divine employment then. 
And) all -my pleasure praise^ 

But now I'm lost to every joy. 
Because detained from Thee ; 

Thosfe'gDlden periDds neler return^ 
db-Be^ iretmtii to • me*. 

Yet, Q my.souJt why thus deprest, 
And wlience this anxious. fear.? 

Let formi^, facpurs fizr thy trust. 
And check the rising tear. 

When darkness lowr'd, when sorrows rose. 

And press'd on every side. 
Did notutae LoJiD-9ustain. thy^ps, 

And was not God thy guide f 

AfHictionl tti^aiBtbrmjii d^&pj 

Where wavei 19301111118- to wave ; 
Tho* o*er myc^headrtheRbillowSirolH 

I know th&LoftDnoadX'fiovei 

• 

Perhaps^ befibi^ft'tfaier mondfi^'dawn^,^ 

He*l} reinstatc-my/psaoe'; 
For Hev^wini hadfe the tempest roip% 

Can bid thfitigmpest: tcMifl; 
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In the jdark watches of the night 

ril count His mercies o*er ; 
rU ptaise Him for ten thousand past. 

And hmnblysne for more* 

Then, O my soul, why thus deprest. 

And whence this anxious fear ? 
Let former fiavouTs ^x thylmst. 

And check the rising tear. 

Here will I rest, and build my hopes. 

Nor murmur at His rod ; 
He*s more than all the world to me. 

My health, my life, my God ! 



PSALM XLIX. IMITATED. 



With, musings sad my spirit teems. 
My harp is strung to saddest themes ; 
O mortal, hear its notes complain. 
Nor shun a dark but faithful strain. 
Whose simple length, tho* short, shall span 
The mournful history of man« 

Behold, where prosp*rous and elate 
The rich upbuil<& his haughty state. 
Adds field to field, and tower to tower. 
And flames, the meteor of an hour,-— 
While poor, neglected, and forlorn. 
The just in humble silence mourn. 
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Yet envy not that pomp,.y^ just,- 
Which leans upon a base of dust ; 
For O^ when Deaths* decreed, shall come* 
To shake the proud man's lofty dome* 
W.ill profier'd wealth avail to save. 
Or ransoms bribe the ruthless grave ? 

Lo, stretch*d before his aching eyes, 
A child, a wife, a brother lies:- 
His eager anxious cares in vain 
The fleeting spirit would retain ; 
The form he clasps, resigns its breath. 
And fills his blank embrace with death ! ■ 



Again it strikes,— a second blow,— 
The man of pride himself is low ! 
Shall wealth, shall state attend the dead ? 
'Tis only to -bis clay-cold bed ; 
Garest by crouds, by hundreds known ^ 
He fills the narrow house alone. 

The funeral pomp returning sTow— 
The fading pageantry of woe— 
The gorgeous tomb— the solemn toll— - 
Can these delight the parted soul ? 
Or will remember'd grandeur cheer 
The shivering, lonely traveller ? 

And when that breathless wasting clayr 
Again shall feel the liie*>blood play ; 
When on the cell where dark it lies 
A mom of piercing light shall rise ;. 
Ah, whither then will guilt retire,^ 
Or how sustain the eyes of fire ?- 



PSALMS. < 6r 

Ob, man I with* Heaven's own honours bright. 
And fairst thou thus, thou child of light f 
And still shall heirs on heirs anew 
The melancholy jest pursue. 
And, bom the offspring of the sky^ 
In folly live, in darkness die ? 

But I on Thee depend, O Lord, 
My hope, my help, and high reward ! 
Thy word illumes my feeble eyes. 
Thy Spirit all my strength supplies ; 
In sickness Thou my aid shalt be. 
And death but gives me all to Thee ! 



PART OF THE LXXXIVtb PSALM 
IMITATED. 

How deep the joy. Almighty Lord, 
Thy altars to the heart afford ! 

With envying eyes I see 
The swallow fly to nestle there. 
And find within the house of prayer 

A bliss denied to me ! 

Compeird, by dtty, to roam for food 
Where scorching suns or tempests rUde 

Their angry influence fling, 
O, gladly in that sheher*d nest 
She smooths, at eve, her ruffled breast. 

And folds her weary wing*. 
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Thrice happy wand-rer ! fain would I» 
Like thee> from ruder climates fly, 

That seat of rest to share ; 
Opprest with tumult, sick with wrongs,- 
How oft my fainting spirit longs 

To lay its sorrows there ! 

O ever on that holy ground, 

The cov'ring-cheruh Peace is found. 

With brooding wings- serene; 
And Charity's seraphic glow, 
And gleams of glory that foreshow 

A higher: brighter scene. 

For ev^n that refuge but bestows 
A transient, tho* a sweet, repose 

For one short hoar allow'd :— 7 
Then upwards we shall take our flight 
To hail a spring without a blight, 

A heav*n without a cloud ! 



PSALM LXXXIY.— Afemcft. 



How sweet Thy dwellings, Lobd^ how fair ! 
What peaces what bliss, inhabit there ! 
With ardent hope, with strong desire^ 
My heart, my flesh,, to Thee aspire ; 
Ibumto tread Thy courts, and Thee 
My God, the living G0D9 to see» 
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ITidi ker die aoie, a 
Asidaoai tendi htr 
Aad to Thjaltar** sue d e f e nce 
Commits th* cnfefltliei^d 
Bfert, who, like tbcse, firom dinr to dn-. 
Within Thy house penutted stir. 
Whose joyoos tongue Tfar mercies taise 
To hymns of gnftitode md fHiise. 
Blest,. who» their sticngtk oa Thee redin'd. 
Thy seat explofe with oonstsnt mind. 
And, Salem*s distant tov'is in tkv. 
With active seal their way pmsne ! 
Secure the thirsty vale they tread. 
While call'd from out their sandy hed, 
(As down in grateful showers dktill*d 
The heav'ns their kindliest moisture yield,) 
The copious springs their steps heguik. 
And bid the cheerless desert smile. 
From stage to sti^ advancing still. 
Behold them reach fiur Sion's hill. 
And, prostate at her hallowM shrine. 
Adore the Majesty divine. 



PSALM XCIII. 

WiT» glory ohkd, with strength array'd. 
The Lord that o'er all nature reigns, 

The world's foundation strongly laid. 
And the vast fabric still sustains. 
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How surely *stabliflhM is Thy throne i 
Which shall no change of period see. 

For thou, O Lord, and thou alone. 
Art God from all eternity. 

The floods, O Lord, lift up their voice. 
And toss the troubled waves on high ; 

But God al>ove can still their noise; 
And make the angry sea comply. 

Thy promise. Lord, is ever sure ; 

But they ^at in Thy house would dwells 
That happy station to secure. 

Must still in holiness excel. 



PSALM XCV. 

O come, loud anthems let us sing, 
Loud thanks to our Almighty King ; 
For we our voices high should raise. 
When our Salvation*sRock we praise. 

Into His presence let ushaste, 
To thank him for his favours past ; 
To Him address, in joyful songs. 
The praise that to His name belongs. 

For God the Lord, enthroned in state. 

Is, with unrival'd glory, great ; 

A King superior far to all 

Whom god» the- heathens fhlsely call. 



OktwtoHb 

And bov vili 

Rnm OB oar kaecs dewMdf all 

Before the Losd on Mikeri^L 



KALScr^ 



With one ooBaenl» let all tbe caidi 
To God that dieeifid Toieei iwe. 
Glad homage pay widi awfid siith. 
And sing before Him tODgi of piane : 

Convinced tbat He is Goo alone,. 
From wbom both we and afl p n am t; 
We, whom He chnes for ffii own. 
The flock that He Toochtafes to feed. 

O enter then His temple gale. 

Thence to His courts derontly press,. 

And still your grateliil hymns repeat,. 

And still Hisname with pcaises bless. 

• 
For He's the Lord supremely good. 

His mercy h for ever sure ; 

His truth, which always firmly stood, ^ 

To endless ages shall eudare«. 
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PSALM C. 

Joyful, ye nations, sing! 
Come, and songs of gladness bring ; 
Cheerful service, thankful lays ; 
Come before the Lord with praise. 

He is God, the King of kmgs» 
Who to all created things 
Being gave; our Shepherd He ; 
We His sheepi His people we ! 

Come then, to His courts repair, 
Come, and. enter gladly there; 
With true heaits and solemn songs. 
Praise Him to whom praise beloi^. 

Well may we His praise proclaim. 

Goodness is His nature's name ; 

Mercy never leaves His throne ; 

Truth, O GoD^ is all thy own. 

Truth, Mercy, Goodness, Lord, are thiiie ; 

Eternal all, and all Divine ! 



PSALM C. 

Before Jehovah's awful throne. 
Ye nations, bow with sacred joy ; 

Know that the Lord is God alone, 
He can create, and He destroy. 
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His sov^reigit pomr, without our aid. 
Made us of cUiy, and fdrm'd us men ; 

And when, like wandering sheep, we strayM, 
He brought us to his fold again. 

We^ll crowd thjF gates with thankful songs, - 
High as the beaT*ns our voices raise ! 

And earth with her ten thousand tongues 
Shall fill thy courts with endless praise. 

Wide, as the world, is Thy command. 

Vast as eternity Thy love. 
Firm as a. rock lliy truth shall standi 

When rolling years shall cease to move. 



PSALM, CHI. 

My soul, inspirM with sacred'love/ 
God's holy Nane for ever bless f 

Of all His favours, mjndful prove. 
And still thy grateful thanks^express^ 

'Tis He that all thy sins forgives. 

And after sickness makes thee sound; 

From danger He thy life retrieves. 

By Him with grace and mercy crown'd.. 

The LoBD.aboui^ with tender lov^. 
And unexampled acts of grace; 

His wal^ened wrath does slowly move, 
His willing mercy flows apace. 



68 PSALMS. 

As high as heaven its arch* extends - 
Above this little spot of clay ; 

So much His boundless love transcends' 
The small respects that we can pay.. 

As far as *tis from east to west, 
So far has He our sins remov'd; 

Who^ with a Father's tender breast,, 
Has such at fear Him always lov'd. 



PSALM CXIV. yERSlFLED.^JFatU. 

When Israel, freed from Pharaoh's hand. 
Left the proud tyrant and his land ; 
The tribes with cheerful homage owir. 
Their King, and Judah Was His throne. 

Across the deep their journey lay,. 
The deep divides to make them way; 
The streams of Jordan saw» and fled' 
With backward current to their head. 

The mountains sh<>ok like frighted sheep. 
Like lambs the little hillocks leap ; 
Not Sinai on her base could stand. 
Conscious of sov*reign power at hand. 

What pow'r could make the deep divide ? 
Make Jordan backward roll his tide ? 
Why did ye leap,, ye little hills ? 
And whence the fright that Sinai feels ? 
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TLet ev'ty mountain, cv'ry flood 
Eetiie, and know th* approaching God; 
The King of Israel : see ffim here ; 
TTemble, thou ^earth, adore and fear. . 

iHe thunders, and all nature mourns ; 
The rock to standing pools He turns ; 
Flints spring with fountains at. His word* 
And fires and seas confess .their Lord. 



PSALM CXXI.^J. Bowdler.Jun. 

To heaven I lift mine eye. 

To heaven, Jehovah's throne ; 
Tor there my Saviour sits on high. 
And thence shall strength ^md aid supply 
To all He calls His own. 

He will not faint nor fail. 

Nor cause thy feet to stray ; 
For Him no weary hours assail. 
Nor evening darkness spreads her veil 

O'er His eternal day. 

Beneath that light divine 

Securely shalt thou move ; 
The sun with milder beams shall shme, 
. And eve's still queen her lamps incline 
Benignant from above. 
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For He, thy God and Frieiu], 

Shall ke^p thy soul from hurm,^ 
In each sad scene of doaht attend, ■ 
And guide thy 4ife^ ^nd^uard thiue end, 
With His Almighty arm. 



PSALM CXXlL^a&m'cJl. 

The festal mom,- my God, is come. 
That calls me to Thy honoured dome, 

Thy presence to adore : 
My feet the summons shall attend, 
"With willing step thy courts ascend. 

And tread the hallow'd floor. 

£*en now, to our transported eyes. 
Fair Sion^s towers in project rise ; 

Within her gates we stand ; 
And, lost ini^onder and delight. 
Behold her happy sc«s unite 

In friendship's firmest hand. 

Hither from Judah's utmost end 
The Heav*n-protected tribes ascend ; . 

Tbeif off 'rix^ Utber bring ; 
Here, eager to attest iheiirjoy. 
In hymns of praise their tongues employ, 

And hail th' immortal K^g. 

By. Qps ctfrnmaad ifapelFd, to her 
CoBlcttdi9g<MO!(ic|s' 4hMr cauae^rtfer ; 
While princes,. frovl'l)^ thioae, . x 
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With equal doom th' unerring law 
Dispense, who hoast their hirth to draw 
From Jesse* 8 favoured son. 

Be peace hy each implored on thee, 
O Salem, while with hended knee 

To Jacoh's God we pray : 
How hlest, who calls himself thy friend ! 
Success his lahour shall attend. 

And safety guard his way. 

O may'st thou, free from hostile fear. 
Nor the loud voice of Tumult hear. 

Nor War's wild wastes deplore : 
May Plenty nigh thee take her stand. 
And in thy courts with lavish hand 

Distribute all her store. 

Seat of my friends and brethren, hail ! 
How can my tongue, O Salem, fail 

To bless thy lov'd abode ? 
How cease the zeal that in me glows 
Thy good to seek, whose walls inclose 

The mansion of my God ? 

PSALM CXXUI.->7. Bawdier, Jun. 

Lord, before Thy throne we bend. 
Lord, to Thee our eyes ascend ; 
Servants to our Master true, 
Lo, we yi^ Thee homage due ; 
ChildreDi to our Sire we fly, 
Abba, Fa^thub, hear our cry! 



n PSALMS. 

To the dust our knees we bow ; 
We are weak, but mighty Thou t 
Sore distressed, yet suppliant stil^ 
We await Thy holy will : 
Bound to earih and rooted here 
Till OUT Saviour God appear. 

From the heavens. Thy dwelling plac^. 
Shed, O shed. Thy pardoning grace, 
'Turn to save us :— none below 
iPause to hear our silent woe ; 
Pleased or sad, a thoughtless throngs 
Still they gaze and pass along. 

Leave us not beneath the power 
Of temptation^s darkest hour ; 
Swift to seal their captive*s doom. 
See our foes exulting come : 
.Jesus^ Saviouii, yet be nigh, 
^LoRD of Life^and Victory ! 



PSALM CXXyilL^Mason. 

That man enjoys his Maker's smile. 
Who humble, just, and good. 

Contented sees his daily toil 
Procure him daily food. 

His wife, like the prbliiic vine 

With luscious grapes o'erspread, 
' Whose branches o*er his- mansion t^ilin^ 
. Shall bless hiS" nupitialbed ; 
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His children, like the olives green. 

Shall bloom his board around^ 
While, at their head, he sits serene. 

With bliss paternal crown'd. 

His raee, a long progressive train, 

Throi^h ages shall increase, 
Aod, blessM by Sion*s God, remain 

Possessed of Israers peace. 



PSALM CXKX.— Mason. 

Sunk in the deep abyss of woe. 

To Thee, my God ! I cry ; 
O, whi^ my contrite tears 9*erfiow, ^ 

In pity bend Thine eye ! 

For when Thy justice sternly frowns. 

Who may behold and live ? 
But mercy mild that justice crowns. 

And Mercy must forgive. 

Thence, with firm faith and holy fear. 
All impious doubts withdrawn, 

1 wait Thy saving grace to share. 
As watchmen wait the dawn. 

That faith, that fear, through Israel spread. 

Shall dart a cheerful ray. 
Till full ifidemption, o'er his head. 

Diffuse eternal day. 

B 



74 PSALMS. 



PSALM CXXXVIL— Mason. 

Captives of Babylon, we sought the vale, 
Where broad Euphrates rolls in crystal state, 

Hung our mute harps upon its poplars pale. 
And sat, dear Sion, weeping o'er thy fi^ I 

While our proud victors, in opprobrious vein, 
Cry'd, " Slaves arise 1 your silent lyres resume. 

And swell your voices with that choral strain. 
Which echo'd sweet in Sion's ruin'd dome I" 

What ! to an alien ear, an alien clime. 

Shall we repeat Jehovah's hallow- d song ? 

All ! sooner than profaiie that lay sublime. 
Cleave to its roots, each fibre of our tongue ; 

■ # 'I 

Forget, my hand, each warbling chord to sweep. 
So proqapt thy modulating poweris.to own. 

Or ere my soul neglects her vows to keep^ 
To sing iQ, S^dem's sacred cGturts alo»e. 

O think, great God, on Salem's fatal hour. 
When hemm'd aroiwd by Edom's impioiu race ! 

They cried, as tbey boheU each'faUu^ftowei^, 
<< Raze^ instantijrtize it> to its cei^Eal base 1" 

. ■• ' i . : ■ ^ '.r r 

Blest be that future foe, by justice led. 
Who barael's .woes repeats inEdom's fall. 

Wreaks all her wrongs o± iBabylon'd*^ proud head. 
And flings lier cUldfen.^gai^it Hit litiatter'd 
wall* ■!.' ■ ■';n'?.":^ c ':.'■■ i' 5! 
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PSALM CXXXIX.— Aeto Kertian. 

* 

Thou, Lord^ by strictest search hast known 
My rising np, and lying down ; . 
My secret thoi]^hts are known tb tli'eey 
Known long, before conceiv*d by me. 

Thine ejre my bed and path surveySf 
My public haunts and private ways ; 
Thou know^st what 'tis my lips would vent* 
My yet unutter'd words' intent. 

Surrounded by Thy pow'r I stand. 
On every side I find* Tby hand. 
O skill, for human reach too high ! 
Too dazzling bright for mortal eye i 

O could I so perfidious be. 

To think of once deserting Thee : 

Where, Lord, could I Tby influence shun ^ 

Or whither from thy presence run ? 

If I should try to shun Thy sight 
Beneath the sable wings of night ; 
One glance from Thee, one pieicing layi 
Would kindle darkness into day, . 

Search me, O God, my thoughts and heart. 
If mischief lurk in any part ; 
G>rrect me where I go astray. 
And guide me in Thy perfect way. 

e2 
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PSALM CXLlh— New Vernon. 

To God with moumfal voice 

In deep distress I pray*d ; 
Made Him the umpire of my cause. 

My wrongs before him laid. 

I lookMy but found no friend 

To own me in distress ; 
All refuge fail'd, no man voucfasaf *d 

His pity or redress. 

To God at last I pray'd. 
Thou, Lord, my refuge art. 

My portion in the land of life, 
Till life itself depart. 

ReducM to greatest straits,^ 

To Thee I make my moan, 
O ! save me from oppressix^ foes, , . *' ^ * 

For me too powerful grown. '"'* 

That 1 may praise thy name} 
My soul from prison bring ; • 

Whilst of Thy kind regar3 to me, 
Assembled saints s^Hl sing. 



^-^ 



• 
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PSALM CXLVni.— jDt. OgdxM. 

Begin, my soul, th* exalted lay. 
Let each enrapCut'd thoqght obey. 

And praise th' Almighty's name* 
Lo ! heaven and earth, and seas and skies. 
In one melodious conceit rise. 

To swell th' inspiring theme* 

Ye fields of light, celestial plains. 
Where gay transporting beauty reigns. 

Ye scenes drrinely'iair ; 
Your Maker's wond^rous power proclaim. 
Tell how He form'd your shining frame. 

And breath'd the fluid air. 

Ye angels, catch the thrilling sound; 
While all th' adorii^ thrones around 

His boundless mercy sing ; 
Let ev'ry list'ning saint above 
Wake all the tuneful soul of love. 

And touch the sweetest string. 

Join, ye loud spheres, the vocal choir ; 
Thou, dazzling orb of liquid fire, 

The mighty chorus aid : 
Soon as grey ev*ning gilds the plain. 
Thou moon, protract the melting strain. 

And praise Him in the shade. 

Ed 
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Thou» heaven of heavens. His vast abode ; 
Ye clouds, proclaim your forming God, 

Who caird yon worlds from night ; 
" Ye shad^ di9pel1!!'^^VBl»nDial said ;' 
At once th* involving darkness fled. 

And nature sprung to light. 

Whatever a blooming world ceiUainSy 
That wings the airy^hat skims tha^pl^aBS,, 

Unjited ^pcai^ bestow ; 
Ye dragons, sound His 9m£iil9»mfi 
To heav*n doud.; md xG{ariusclainp9 

Ye swelling deeps below* 

Let every elesKVitf^oiee : 

Ye thunders, burst with axrfulvoioe 

Tor Him. who bids yau jqW, ; 
Ye stormy wi^dsf, a chonia mae> 
Ye balmy zephyrs, l)ieieatbe4GB upraise 

In whispers to the soul. 

To Him, ye giaceful cedara, bow; 
Ye tow'ring mountains* binding lom^ 

Your great Creator own.; 
Tell, when affrighliied aatuie.sliQoky 
How Sinai kiiMlled.ait HisjAok;, 

And trembled at His frown*. 

Ye flocks, that haunt ithe humble vak^i 
Ye insects, flutt'ring.on |he,gale. 

Some grateful offering pay^ 
Join the great Jbyiw^ ye warbling thfiong>. 
To Him awake the .hmenly soog. 

And tune the mating lay*. 
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Let man, by nobler passions sway'd. 
The feelii^ heart, the judging head 

In heavenly praise employ ; 
Spread His tremendous name around^ 
Till heaven's broad arch rings back the sound. 

The general burst of joy. 

Ye, whom the charms of grandeur please, 
NuTs*d on the downy lap of ease. 

Fall prostrate at His throne : 
Ye princes, rulers, all adore ; 
Praise Him, ye kings, who makes your power 

An image of lUs own. 

Ye fair, by nature formed to move, 
O praise th' eternal source of love. 

With youth's enlivening fire : 
Let age take up the tuneful lay^ 
Sigh His bless*d name-— ihen soar away. 

And ask an angel's l3rre. 



PSALM CL.— Afemdfc. 

Pemse, O praise, the name ^vine ; 
Praise it at the hsdlow'd shrine ; 
Let the firmament on high 
To its Maker's prais^ '^P^y • 
Let His acts and pow'r supreme 
To your songs suggest a theme : 
Be the harp no longer mute ; 
Sound the trumpet, touch the lute ; 

£4 
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Wale to life each tunefol string ; 
Bring the pipe, the timbrel bring ; 
Let the oigan in His praise 
Learn its loudest note to raise. 
And the cymbaPs varyimg sound 
From the vaulted roof rebound* 
All who vital breath enjoy. 
In Hfs praise that breath employe 
And in one great chorus join ; 
Praise, O praise, the name divine. 



FROM A PARAPHRASE ON PART OF THE 
BOOK OF JOB.— Young^ 



Thrice happy Job long liv'd in regal state, 
Nor saw the sumptuous East a prince so great. 
Whose worldly stores in such abundance flow'dy 
Whose heart with such exalted virtue glow'd. 
At length, miisfortunes take their turn to reign^ 
And ills on ills succeed; a dreadful train ! 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong. 
The sword wide-wastingj the reproachful tongue,. 
And spotted plagues, that marVd his limbs all 

o'er 
So thick with boils, there wanted room for more > 
A change so sad what mortal heart could bear ? 
Exhausted woe had left him nought to fear; 
But gave him all to grief. Low earth he prest^^ 
Wept in the dust, 9niA sorely smote his bveast. 
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His friends around the deep affliction inoum*d» 
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return' d: 
Jn anguish of their hearts their mantles rent. 
And seven long days in solemn silence spent: 
A deht of reT'rence to distress so great! 
Then Job contain*d no more ; but curs*d his fate. 
His day of birth,«— its inauspicious light, 
He wishes sunk in shades of endless night. 
And blotted from the year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, instant death ; impatient for the grave. 
His words were daring, and displeased his friends ; 
His conduct they reprove, and he defends: 
So high, at length, their arguments were wrought. 
They reach'dthe last extent of human thought: 
A pause ensu*d.— When, lo! Heav'n interpos*d, 
And awfully the long contention clos'd. 
Full o'er their heads, with terrible surprise, 
A sudden whirlwind blacken'd all the skies : 
(They saw, and trembled !) From the darkness 

broke 
A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty spoke : 
*' Who gives his tongue a loose so bold and vain, 
' " Censures my conduct, and reproves my reign ? 
** Can thine arm measure with an arm divine? 
** And can'st thou thunder with a voice like 

mine ? 
" Of late so brave, now lift a dauntless eye, 
" Face my demand, and give it a reply: 
" Where didst thou dwell at nature's early birth ? 
** Who laid foundations for the spacious earth ? 
** Who on its sur&ce did extend the line, 
^ Its form determine, and its bulk confine ? 

b5 
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'* Who fix*dthe comer-stoae^ What hand, de*> 

dartt 
** Hung it on nought, and fa«ten*d it on air? 
** When the bright morning stars in concert sung, 
** When heavVs high aicfa with ioud Hosannas 

n»gf 
** When shouting sona of God the triumph 

crown*d« 
*' And the wide concave thundered with the 

sownd ? 
** Who, stretching fosth his sceptre o*er the deep, 
** Can that wild world in due subjection keep ? 
** I broke the globe, I 8Coop*d its.hollow*d side, 
** AiHd did ^ bason for the floods proride ; 
'* I obAin*d them withi^y word ; the boiling sea, 
** Work*d up iRi tempests,. hears my great decree; 
** * Thusifivw thy floating lide shall be convey'd ; 
** <And/bere,.Oniaiir»bethyproudbillowsstayM/ 
** Wha)t4Pgl>ttba rapid, winds^to fly so fiist,. 
** Or shakes the ceotre with his eastern blast ? 
** Wha.Arom the skies can a whole delu^ pour ? 
** Who;Btpk<» through nature with the solema 

roar 
** jOfdieadful thunder, points it where to fall, 
** And m fl^rce lightxmE^.wrai^ the flying ball ? 
** Not he who trembles at the darted fires,. 
Falls at. the sounds and in the flash expires. 
Who did the #oul with her rich pow'rs invest^- 
And light uprrofisQH in. the. human breast? 
T<^s¥iM.witkfceBlvincfeas9:o£ luster bright;- 
•• When start and sun a«e sel^uk endksa night ^ 



«< 
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** To these my tatioos questions make reply J 
Th* Almighty spoke ; and, speaking, shook the 

sky. 
What then, Chaldbean Sire, was thy surprise 1 
Thus thou, with trembling heart, and downcast 

eyes: 
Once and again, 'which I in groans deplore. 
My tongue has err*d; but shall presume no 

more. 
**Thou cansi accomplish all things. Lord of 

might: 
•* And every thought is naked to Thy sight. 
♦* But, oh! Thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
" Beyond the deepest reach of mortal eye. 
** Oft have I heard of Thine Almighty Pow*r, 
«* But never saw Thee till this dreadAil hour. 
<< 0'erwhelm*d with shame, the Lord of Life I 

see, 
" Abhor myself, and give my soul to Thee : 
<<Nor shall my weakness tempt Thine anger 

more : 
** Man is not made to question, but adore/* 



DAVID'S LAMENTATION FOR THE DEATB 
OF SAUL AND JONATHAN. 

Mourn, Israel, mourn, on Gilboa*s lofty plain. 
Thy honours blasted and thy heroes slain. 
How are the mighty fallen ! his country's pride> 
Great Saul^ by impious hands ignobly died.. 
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Let none in Gath the mournful tidings telly 
Nor Ascol hear how IsraePjs glory felly 
Lest proud Phiiistia, with exulting voice. 
At o:or dastress, in barbarous songs rejoicev 

Ill-fated Gilboa ! may henceforth no rains, 
No fostering dews, e'ier fertilize thy pfains ! 
No more thy pastures fat oblations bring,-— 
For there the shield of our anointed king, 
The shield of Saul, was vilely east away ; 
His arms, like vulgar spoils, ne^ected lay. 

O Jonathan, how oft the slaughtered foe 
Stained with liis gore the arrow from thy bow \ 
Ne'er did thy weapon ineffectual fall. 
Nor e'er, undrench'd with blood, the sword of 
SauU 

Thro* life we saw the sire and honoured son 
In frfendship's sacred bondis united run ; 
And oh 1 in death each weeping friend shall tell. 
How |>otb,.too fatally united, fell. 

In war and peace they shared an equal fame, 
Their courage and their active strength the same» 
Not lions in their rage moiie strength display. 
For swifter darts the eagle on his prey. 

Nor Saul, in sable weeds, ye damsels, mourn. 
Who oft with spoils, from captive princes torn. 
With chains of gold, or bracelets, deck'd your 

arms, . . 
And gracM witt purple robes your native charms* 
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*< How are the mighty falPn !" on Qilboa*8 plain 

Young Jonathan, the pride of war, was slain. 

O Jonathan, my friend, for thee distress* d» 

As for a brother, bleeds my tortur'd breast. 

In all my joys thy friendship bore a part ; 

In all my griefs, thy sympathetic heart. 

Thy love to me more tenderness display'd. 

Than for her lover feels the amorous maid. 

" How are the mighty fall'n !" O Saul, how 

. vain 
Is all the pomp of war, since thou art slain ! 



THE SEVENTH CHAPTER OF PROVERBS. 

By Mr, "Pope, 

My son, th* instruction that my words impart 
'Grave on the living tablet of thy heart ; 
And all the wholesome precepts that I give 
Observe with strictest reverence, and live. 

Let all thy homage be to Wisdom paid. 
Seek her protection, and implore her aid; 
That she may keep thy soul from harm secure. 
And turn thy footsteps from the harlot's door ; 
Who, with curs' d charms, lures the imwary in. 
And soothes with flattery their souls to sin. 

Once", from my window, as I cast mine eye 
On those that passed in giddy numbers by, 
A youth among the foolish youths I spy'd. 
Who took not sacred Wisdom for his guide. 
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Just 1^ the sun withdrew his cooler lights 
And ev'ning soft led on the shades of night. 
He stole in covert twilight to his fate» 
And passM the comer near the harlofs gate; 
When lo, a woman comes! 
Loose her attire, and such her glaring dress, 
As aptly did the harlot*s mind express ; 
Suhtle she is, and practised in the arts, 
By which the wanton conquer heedless hearts : 
Stuhbom and loud she is; she hates her home. 
Varying her plilce and form, she loves to roam ; 
Now she's within, now in the street does stray, 
Now at each comer stands, and waits her prey. 
The youth she seized ; and laying now aside 
All modesty, the female's justest pride. 
She said, with an embrace. Here at my house 
Peace-offerings are, this day I paid my vows, 
I therefore came abroad to meet my deai;. 
And, lo ! in hdppy hour, I find thee here. 
My chamber I've adorned, and o'er my bed 
Are cov'ringfe of the richest tap'stry spread ; 
With linen it is deck'd, from Egypt brought. 
And carvings by the curious artist wrought : 
It wants no glad perfume Arabia yields. 
In all her citron groves, and spicy fields ; 
Here all her store of richest odours meets, 
VM lay thee in a wilderness of sweets ;— 
Whatever to the sense can grateful be, 

I have collected there. 1 want but Thee. 

My husband's gone a journey far away. 
Much gold he took abroad, and long will stay ; 
He namM for his return a ^iijt^ixt day» 
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Upon her tongue did avfch smooth niiachief dwell, 
And hotk her lips such welcome flatt'ry fell» 
Th' unguarded youth, in silken fetters tj'd. 
Resigned his reason, tod with ei«e comply'd. 
Thus does the ox to his own slaughter go^ 
And thus is senseless of th* impending hlow. 
Thus flies the simple hird into the snare. 
That skilful fowlers for his life prepare. 
But let my sons attend. Attend may they. 
Whom youthful iri^our may to mn betray : 
Let them false charmers fly, and guard their 

hearts 
Against the wily wanton^s pleasing arts ; 
With care direct their steps, nor turn astray, 
^To tread the paths of her deceitful way; 
Lest they, too late, of her fell power complain. 
And fall where many mightier have been slain. 



ECCLESIASTES, CHAP. XIL 

What though the almond-tree be silver'd o'er. 
And trembling stand the keepers of the door ; 
The strong men bow themselves; the grinders 

cease ; 
And fears alarm, when all abroad is peace : 
Though yon bri^t sun no longer can delight ; 
Unfelt its influence, as debarred its sight; 
Though the light grasshopper a burden grows. 
And the small wren can rob thee of repose ; 



88 SCRIPTURES VERSIFIED. 

Desire all fled ; music no joy afford ; 

Just broke the golden bowl ; just loois'd the silver 

cord; 
Yet patience, resignation, still are thine ; 
Through the dark eye-ball heav*n-bom faith may 

shine, 
A lamp to lighten others on their way, 
And cheer them onward to the realms of day ; 
Too late the rules of living to supply, 
The hoary head should teach us how to die. 



ISAIAH, CHAP. XL. Verse viu and viii. 

Rev. S, Wesley » 

The morning flowers display their sweets, 
, And gay their silken leaves unfold ; 
As careless of the noon-day heats, 
And fearless of the evening cold. 

NippM by the wind's unkindly blast. 
Parch" d by the sun*s directer ray. 

The momentary glories waste. 
The short-liv'd beauties fade away. 

So blooms the human face divine, 

When youth its pride of beauty shows.; 

Fairer than spring the colours shine. 
And sweeter than the virgiii rose.. 
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Or worn by slowly rolling years. 

Or broke by sickness in a day. 
The hiding glory disappears. 

The short-liv*d beauties die away. 

Bat these, new rising from the tomb. 
With lustre brighter far shall shine^ 

Revive with ever*during bloom. 
Safe from diseases and decline* 

Let sickness blast, and death devour. 
If Heaven will recompense our pains ; 

Perish the grass, and fade the flow'r, 
K firm the word of God remuns ! 



THE BENEDICITE PARAPHRASER— 

Merrick, 

Ye works of God, on Him alone, 

In earth His footstool^ heaven His thione,. 

Be all your praise bestow'd ! 
Whose hand the beauteous fabric made. 
Whose eye the finished work surveyM,. 

And saw that all was good. 

Ye angels that, with loud acclaim. 
Admiring viewM the new-bom frame» 

And hailM th* eternal King ; 
Again proclaim your Maker's praise^ 
Again your thankful voices raise. 

And touch the tuneful strings 
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■ 

IVasse Him, ye blessM etherial plains, 
VThere, in full Majesty, he deigns 

To fix his awful throne ; 
Ye waters, that around Him roll. 
From orb to orb, from pole to pole. 

Oh ! make His praises known ! 

Ye thrones, dominions, virtues, pow*rs, 
Join ye your joyful songs with ours. 

With us your voices raise ; 
From age to age extend the lay. 
To heav'n*s eternal Monarch pay 

Hymns of eternal praise. 

Celestial orb I — ^whose pow'rful ray 
Opes the glad eyelids of the day. 

Whose influence all things own ; 
Praise Him, whose courts effulgent shine 
With light, as far excelling thine^ 

As thine the paler moon. 

Ye glittering planets of the sky, 
Whose lamps the absent sim suppl]!^ 

With him the song pursue ; 
And let himself submissive own. 
He borrows from a brighter Sun 

The light he lends to you. 

Ye show*rs and dews, whose moisture shed 
Calls into life the opening seed. 

To Him your praises yield ; 
Whose influence wakes the genial birth. 
Drops fatness on the pregnant earth. 

And crowns the laughing field; 
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Yc' vbkIs^' 'that oft tempestuous sweep 
The TCffled*siiT&ce of the deep. 

With us confess yoar God ; 
See, tluough the tiear^Ds, the King of kiogi^ 
Uphorne on your expanded wings. 

Comes flyii^ afl abroad. 

Ye floods of fire, where'er ye flow. 
With just sobmission humbly bow 

To His superior pow'r, 
Wiio stops theiesspest on its way. 
Or bids the flaming ^Itige stay. 

And ^ves>st vkrctegth to rote. 

Ye summer- s befit aad winter's cokl. 
By turns in' long sutottsieti rollM, 

The droopH^ 'woHd to cheer ; 
Praise Hiin; wfto^^ve the svn tend moon 
To lead the varioas seiadns on. 

And guide ^ euclingytar. 

Ye frosts, that bind tfte wat'iry plain. 
Ye silent sbow'rs of fleecy rain^ 

Pursue the heiav'nly theme ; 
Praise HiAi, who sheds the driving siiow. 
Forbids the hardened wti^v^ to flow, 

Aod stops the rapid stream* 

Ye days and nights, that swiftly bom. 
From morfa to eve, from eve to mom, 

Alternate glide away ; 
Praise Him,, whose neyer- varying lights. 
Absent, adds horror to the night,. 

But present gives the day^ 
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Light,— *from whose rays all heantjr springs ; 
Darkness,— whose wide-expanded wii^ 

Involve the dosky glohe^ 
Praise Him, who, when the heavens He spread. 
Darkness His thick pavilion made^ 

And light His regal robe* 

Praise Him, ye lightnings, as ye fly, 
Wing*d with his vengeance through the sky. 

And red with wrath divine ; 
Praise Him, ye cloads, that wand*ring stray. 
Or fix'd by Him in dose array. 

Surround his awful shrine* 

Exalt, O earth ! thy heav*nly King, 
Who bids the plants, that form the springs 

With annual verdure bloom ; 
Whose frequent drops of kindly rain 
Prolific swell the rip' ning grain. 

And bless thy fertile womb. 

Ye mountains, that ambitious rise. 
And heave your summits to the skies,. 

Hevere His awful nod ; 
Think how yQu once affrighted fled. 
When Jordan sought his fountain head,. 

And own'dth* approaching God. 

Ye trees, that fill the rural scene. 

Ye flowers, that o*er th' enamelPd green 

In native beauty reign ; 
O ! praise the Ruler of the skies, 
Whose hand the genial sap supplies. 

And clothes the smiling plain* 



i3 




PraK Kb, y9i 



And roll fnB diocc to 
And tremble md 



Yewbales, thai ilb the boifiBg deep. 

Or in its daifc 
HemoCe liroiB 

Pnise Hin, hfwfaoB ye afl are led. 
Him, withovt whose heavHdr 
e languish, friBt, aad die. 




Ye birds, exah your lUoei's 
Begin, and with th* impoitant thene 

Your artless bjfs intptofe ; 
Wake with your songs the nsiog day. 
Let mnsic somid on every spiay» 

And fin the Tocal grove. 

Praise Elim, ye beasts, that nightly roam 
Amid the solitary gloom, 

Th' expected prey to seize ; 
Ye slaves of the. laborions plough. 
Your stubborn necks submissive bow, 

And bend yo«cr weary'd knees. 
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Ye sons of mcn^ His .praise displays 
Who stampt^His. image oii.yx>ur clay. 

And gave it pow*! to moiye ; 
Ye that in JudahV confiiies dw«ll« 
From s^ to age successive tell 

The wonders of his love. 

Let Leyi!s. tribe the lay pvolong» 
'Till •ai^ls listen to the song. 

And hend attentive down; 
Let wonder, seize the heav*iily^txaao» 
Pleased, while they.heav a mortal strain. 

So sweety so like their owuk 

And yon, your thankfuLvokea join. 
That oft at Salem!s «icred«hanfiy. 

Before Hia altars Jined ; 
Where throa*din maiestgr.He/dweUst. 
And fnom'the. mystic, cloudajpeveals 

The dictates* of Hia will* 

Ye spirits of the justiand 90od» 
That» eagtfrifiDv.jdieblest abode,/. 

To heavenly jB«niiQPS;3oar.; 
1 let youi |K)Bgs His praise displays , 
'Till heav*n itself shall ^melt away» . 

And time shaUlie nO'inore* 

Praise:fiim^.ye mefik:anj(i^iiitihle,t<ai^i^ 
Ye saints, whom Hi? deer^e? <Mrdaiii ,. 

The houndless Uiss to sbare^ ;. . 
O! praise Hii»*.?t^lyeitakeij»Wi.way.,. 
To regions^cr^jeftiiMiiida]^. 

And raign/(irfMif4llcc^ . . 
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Let us, who now imp^osive stand, 
Aw*d by the tyrants stem cornnmnd 

Amid the fiery blaze ; 
While thus we triumph in the flames 
Rise, and our Maker*8 lore prOclatm 

In hymns of endless praise*. 



PARAPHRASE OF THE LORIES PRAYER. 



Father of all ! Eternal Mind, 
In uncreated light enshrined, 

Supremely good and great ! 
Thy children formed and blest by Thee, 
With filial love and homage, we 

In low prostration wait. 

• ■ . # 

Thy Name in hallowed strains be sung. 
Let every heart and every tongue 

The solemn choir combine ; 
In loving, sei^ng, praising Thee, 
We find our chief felicity. 

But cannot add to Thine. 

Thy righteous, mild, and sovereign reign. 
Throughout creation*s ample plain, 

Let every being own. 
Lord, in our hearts, where passions rude^ 
With fierce tumultuous rs^e, intrude, 

ErecfThy peaceful throne. 
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As angels round Thy seat above, \ 

With jojfful baste and ardent love, 

Thy blest commands fulfil ; 
So let Thy creatures here belolr, . 
As far as Thou hast giv*n to know. 

Perform Thy sacred wilL 

On Thee we day by day depend. 
Our being's Author, and its end ; 

Our daily wants supply : 
With healthful meat our bodies fed. 
Our souls sustained with living bread ; 

Our souls, that never die ! 

Extend Thy grace to ev'ry feult ; 
Each sinful action, word, and thought. 

Oh J let Thy love foigive : 
For Thou hast taught our hearts to show 
Divine forgiveness to our foe. 

Nor let resentment live. 

Where tempting snares bestrew the way. 
To lead unwary minds .astray. 

Permit ,us pot to tread : 
Unless Thy gracious aid appear, 
T' avert the thffeat'ning evil near. 

From our unguarded head. 

Thy sacred name we thus adore, 
And thus Thy choicest gifts implore. 

With joyful humble mind ; 
Becau«0 Thy power and glory prove 
Thy kingdom built <m wisdcim, love 

u unccmJBii^d. 
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A PARAPHRASE 

<0?i the latter Part of the Sixth Chapter of St» Mal^ 

thew^'-^Thomson. 

When my breast labours witb oppressive care. 
And o*er ray cbeek; descends the filing tear-; 
While all my warring passions are at strife, 
O, let me listen to the words oflife ! 
Raptures deep-felt His doctrine did impatt, 
And thus He raised from earth the drooping heaft* 

Think not, when all, your^acanty stores afford. 
Is spread at once upon the sparing board ; 
Think not, when worn' the homely robe appears. 
While, on the roof, the howling tempest bears ; 
Wbat farther shall this feeble life sustain, 
.And what shall clothe, these shiv*ring limbs.again. 
Say, does not life its nourishment exceed,? 
And the fair body its investing weedi 

Behold ! and look away your low despair — 
See the .light tenants of the barren air : 
To them, nor stores, nor granaries, belong, 
bought but the woodland, and the pleasing song:; 
Yet, -your kind hea/\renly Father bends His eye 
On the least wing, that flits along the sky. 
To Him they sing, when Spring renews die plain^ 
To Him they cry, in Winter's pinching reign ; 
Nor ie their music, nor their plaint. in vain ^ 

p 
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He hears the gay, and the distressful call. 
And with unsparing bounty fills them all. 

Observe the rising lily*s snowy grace. 
Observe the various vegetable race ; 
*they neither toil, nor spin, but careless grow. 
Yet see how warm they blush ! how bright they 

glow ! 
What regal vestments can with them compare ! 
What king so shining I or what queen so fair ! 

If, .ceaseless, thus the fowls of heaven He feeds, 
If o*er the fields such lucid robes He spreads ; 
Will He not care for you« ye faithless^ say ? 
Is He unwise ? or, are ye less than they ? 



THE MYOTBRIOUS STRANGER.~Z)ofc. 

Luke vii. v. 12, 13.— Behold, there was a dead 
man carried out, the only son of his mother, and 
she was a widow. And when the Lord saw her, 
he had compassion oi| her, and said unto her. 
Weep not. 

The mourner, speechless and anazM, . 
On that mysterious Stranger gaoed— • 
If young he were, 'twas obly seen 
From lines Uiat told what once had been ; 
As if the wind of time 
Hadsmote him^ ere he leachedliis prime. 
The bright rose aahm oheck was &ded% 
His pale fiwrlaeqpirwhhiMliiisiisha^i 
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Yet, thro* -the settled sorrow there, 
A conscious grandeur flashed, and 'told 
Unswayed hyman and uncontrolled. 
Himself had deigned their lot to share. 
And home — ^because he willed to bear— - 
Whatever his being or his birth. 
His soul had never stooped to earth ; 
Nor mingled with the meaner race, 
Who'shared or swayed his dwelling place ; 
But high, mysterious, and unknown. 
Held converse with itself alone : 
And yet the look that could depress 
Pride to its native not^ngness. 
And bid theapecious boaster shua 
The 'eye he dar'd not gaze upon, 
Superior love did still reveal : 
Not such as man for man may feel. 
No, all was passionless and pure— 
That God-like majesty of woe 
Which counts it glory to endu]^e,- 
And knows nor hope nor fe^ below. 
Nor aught that still to earth can bind* 
But love and jnty for maJyu^d• 
And in his eye a radiance shone«— 
Oh ! how shall mortal dare essay. 
On whom no prophet's vest is thrown. 
To paint that pure celestial ray ! 
Mercy, and tenderness, and love. 
And all that finite sense can deem 
Of Him who reigns enthroned above'; 
Light such as blessed Isaiah's dream. 
When to Uie awe-struek prophet's eyes, 
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^OD bade the Star of Judah rise- 
Where heaven in living lustre glow'd, 
^here shone the SAViauR» thexe the Gojx 



CHARITY. 

A Parafhfase on thA Thirteenth Chapter ofihe First 
Epistie 40 the Covintkians.^^Prior, 

Did sweeter sounds adorn my flowing tongue. 
Than ever man pronounced, or angel sung ; 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine. 
That thought can reach, or science can define ; 
And had I power to give that. knowledge birth. 
In all the speeches of the babbling earth ; 
Did Shadrach's zeal my glowing breast inspire. 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire ; 
Or had 1 i^th like that which Israel saw. 
When Moses gave them miracles and law ; 
Yet, gracious Charity, indulgent guest. 
Were not thy power exerted in my breast. 
Those speeches would send up unheeded prayer; 
That scorn of life- would be but wild despair ; 
A cymbal's Bouiid were better than my voice ; 
My &ith were form ; my eloquence were noise. 

Charity, decent^ modest, easy, kind, 
Softens the high, and sears .the abject mind ; 
Knows with just leii^ and gende hand to guide 
Betwixt vile shame and mriiitfanr pridei 
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Not soon provoked, she easily fbrghres ; 
And much she suffers, as she much believes.. 
Soft peace she brings wherever she arrives ; 
She builds our quiet, as she forms our lives : 
Lays the rough paths of peevish nature even ; ; 
And opens in each heart a little heaven. 

Each other gift, which God on man bestows^ . 
Its proper bounds and due restriction knows; ; 
To one fizt purpose dedicates it» power, 
And finishing- its aet, -exists no more. 
Thus, in obedience t6 what Heaven decrees. 
Knowledge shall fail, and Prophecy shall ceai§e : ' 
But lasting Charity*s more ample sway. 
Nor bound by time, nor subject' to decay. 
In happy triumph shall for ever live, . 
And endlesflK good diffuse, and endjess praise re-^- 
ceive.^ 



F$ 



ELEGIES. 



ON THE 25VB OB OCTOBER, 1819. 

Anothkr year \ a year of soHtude, 
Of darkness, yet of peace, has past,«-*«nd he» 
The iather of his people, marks it not ! 
Alike to him all seasons and their change. 
His eyes are r^ks^ and hia heart ia cold ; 
He wields a harren sceptre,— yet his hrow. 
Of regal diadem despoiled, stOl wears 
The crown of glory ;— his the hoary head. 
Found in the way of righteonsnesa and troth. 

Othou ! OUT iather: thou, ourprinoe and friend ! 
How numy a sight that would have grie?ed thine 

eyes. 
How many a pang that would have wrung thy 

heart. 
Has God withheld, and thine affliction spared ! 
The rose of England witherM in its hud. 
The Toice of wailing was in ev*ry tent. 
Yet thy day passed unruffled as hefore. 
The partner of thy hopes, when hope was young. 
She who had shared thy first, thy youthful love. 
And ministered to ev'ry sorrow;— sh© 

p4 
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Fell by long sickness, and a lingering death ;^ 
And thou hadst neither tear nor sigh to give. 

Yet thou art'not fergottim !— Deac tbdu wast 

ih happier moments ; and oh ! dearer far 

Now that the. hand of God has touched thee ; stilfi 

Hallowed by all the memory of the past 

Shall be this day. Sacred l^ lengthened years ,. 

And venerable by ^fferingg, inayst thou reach. 

In Heaven*s appointed time, thy last abode. 

The paradise of God, where ev'i^,teai 

Is wiped from ev'ry eye I 



THE EOIXOWINGi LINES 

Are scad to Jutve iSesn- written 5y an amiable Prin* 
cess, whose sufferings and exef(iplary patience 
awakened unioersal sympathy and admiration, 

Unthinkinc, idle, wild, and young, 
I.laughed, and talked, and danced, and sung;. 
And proud of health, of freedom vain. 
Dreamed not of sorrow, care, or pain .: 
Concluding, in those hours of glee. 
That all the world was made for me. 

But when the days of trial came, 
When sfckness shook this trembluig frame 
When folly's gay pursuits were o'er. 
And I could dance and sing no inore, 
Tt then occurred, how sad *twould'be 
Were this world' only made fot me V. 



>t 
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On the death of tbb Hon. Mil DAWSON. 

O YB ! who» bbme on Fmcy's^ golden wing. 
Sport in the sunshine of ltfe*s doiidless sky ; 

Who, lost amid the luxiny of Spnng, 
Drsnm of no threatening storuH no dnnger n%h : 

A little while yonr fond puTsuits Ibrhear ! 

One boup, at least, to serious thought is doe ! 
A friend demands the trihuie of a tear ; 

A friend, who once had'hopes, as bright as you! 

Whenever he mixt among the youthful train. 
Say; did not pleasure spavkle in his eye ? 

Bbt ah ! how soon the pleasure turned to pain ! 
He died-;-— reflect ! repent !— Te soon may die ! 

While, as on his, with softest zephyrs fannM, 
Youth's freshest blossoms on your boughs appear. 

Like some untimefy frost. Death's' chilling hand 
May nip the -promise of the opening yea»! 

How ofl you joined him at th' accustomed hour, 
When, ledbyLeaming'shand, yon pile besought; 

How oft, while evening reigned^'tn yonder bower, 
Warm glowed bis* bosom-with poetic thought ! 

For well the golden lyre his fingers strung ; 

To him the Muse her fibhest treasures gave ; 
But Death, regardless of the strains he sung, 
Frowneehonthe bard, and snatched him to ilie 
■ gravei • 
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Where nowtiiatglowiiigimiMi^ thoee raptured lays,. 

TbaJL late were wont to charm the liirt^ning ear ? 
He livedy— you graced him living with your praise ; 

He died :— O ! grace his memory with a tear ! 

Nor o*er the acm aUne your sorrows shed I 
Another strain the parent's woes iw|uire ! 

O sooth his anguish 1 raise his drooping head,. 
And to his Dawson*s praises tune the lyre ! 

Thnsahall a gkam of joy^t times succeed. 
Recall the wonted lustre of his eye ; 

Bid his sad'boAom cease awhile to bleed;^ 
And check the progress of the bursting sigh ! 

Say ^at# to tilies bom, he knew no pride ; 

No vice he knew, his breast was Virtue's throne 1 
BeUyi>e4» adored, by all the world beside. 

He was imconsciou» of his worth alone */ 

Folif for him spread all her lurea in vain, 
fii vain, whh ev'ry art, she strove to please! 

He spurned her piesflnth broke her galling chain,. 
And climbed fiur Yiitue's sacred hill with ease* 

Say that, if innale piMPi^ of mind. 

Pity to feel, i^d chaii^ to save ; 
If iMmed elegance, and taste refined. 

Could charm the ruthless bospm of the Grave ;. 

Ife sliU had ttved to eheer a parent's heart,^ 
A partab ^^OFPy ui his son's renown ; 

ki life's biji^saane had bon^e a longer part,. 
And raised agnation's gk^ry with his own.. 
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This Fate fi>rbad9 aad snatched him ftom our cyet. 
She took ('twas all she could,) hia fleetiot 
hreadi; 
Bejond her power, he reaaoeada the ahica» 

Disdidus tiie sepulchre, and smiiea on deadu 

» 
Ye8» honoured youth ! in ev'ry gentle hreasi 

Thy name shedl live for ages yet to come : 
By ev'iy Muae thy worth shall be confest. 

And Virtue's self shall weep upon thy tomb ! 

Tell then, blest spirit, tell the thoughtless crew. 
Who boast their youth,^— that youth will soon 
be o'er ; 

Bid them reflect, and, provident like you. 

Improve, while yet they may, the present hour. 



ON MY BIRTHDAY.— Mr*. CarU^. 

Author of life ! in vain my tongue essays. 
For this immortal gift to speak Thy praise ! 
How shall my heart its grateful sense reveal. 
When all the energy of words must ^l ? 
O may it's influence in my life appear, 
And ev'ry action prove my thanks sincere ! 

Grant me, great God, a heart to Thee inclined. 
Increase my faith, and rectify my mind : 
Teach me betimes to tread Thy sacred ways. 
And to Thy service consecrate my days. 
Still, as thVo* life's perplexing maze I stray. 
Be Thou the guiding star to mark my way. 
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Conduct the steps of my unguarded youtbv . 
Aad' point their motions to* the paths of truth;. 
Protect me by Thy providential care. 
And warn my soulto shun the tempter*s snare.. 
Thio* each eyent of this inconstant state,. 
Preserve my temper equal and sedate. 
Give me a mind, that nobly can despise^ 
The low designs and' little arts of vice. 
Be my Religion such as taught by Thee, 
Alike from pnde and' superstition free. 
Inform my judgment,, regulate my will. 
My reason strengthen, and my passions still- 
Amidst the pleasures of a prosperous state. 
Whose flattering charms th' untutored heart elate; 
May. L reflect to whom those gifts I owe,. 
And bliesfr- the bounteous^ hand from whence they. 

flow* 
Or, if an adverse fortune Be my share. 
Let not \\s terrors tempt me to despafr ; 
But flxt on Thee a steady faith maintain. 
And own all good, which Thy decrees ordain ;: 
On thy unfailing providence depend. 
The Best Protector,^ and the surest Friend ^ 



ro THE • 

MEMORY OF MRS. ELIZABETH CARTER.- 

Mn. Hunter, 

Within the siieot' ehambens of the dead^ 

Her tantd eltir liet wra|ip-d in peaceful sleep,. 
With,yilM tmufqmu^i. Time gently led 

£ t&e giddy steep 



Of human life ; surrounded by the blaze 
Of talents,, fair desert, and high disting,uish*d 
praTse. ' • 

In early youth, from Pleasure's train retir'd,» 
Willing she trod stem Learning's tugged way ^ 

By praise undazzled,. humble,, tho' admir'd. 
She tun'd her lyre to Wisdom's moral lay ; 

Ey'n.in that season,, when the ffportive pow'r 

Of Fancy strews our path with many a. bloomihg 
flow'r. 

Mild in the even temper of her min J, 

Benevolent to all, to merit just. 
Still on the side of mercy most inclined,. 

Unwillingly she blamed; where blame she must^ 
Pious as learned, and in faith sincere, 
Hev trust was fix*d on Heaven,, her hope alreacly 
there. 

Dh. Virtue !. how divine thy form appears, 
Adom'd by genius, and with- knowledge 
crown'd ; 

^hen smiles, benign thy lovely aspect wears. 
When gentle charities thy throne surround ! * 

Such was the blessed spirit now at rest, 

^leas*d from mortal cares to mingle witK the 
bless'd. 
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ON THE DEATH OF MR. GARRICK. 
Miss BofwdUr. 

Thb last flttd rites were done — ^tbe sacred ground 
Was clos'd, and' Garrick's dust to dust re-* 
turned: 

In life, in death, with general honouis crownM, 
A nation own'd his worth— Htpplanded—monm'd- 

For who, like him, could every sense control ; . 

To Shakespeare's self, new charms, new force,, 
impart, — 
Bid unknown horrors shake the firmest soul. 

And unknown feelings melt the hardest heart ? 

Oft when his eye, with more than magic pew's. 
Gave life to thoughts which' words couki ne^er 
reveal. 

The voiee of praise awhile was heard no more,. 
All gaz^d in silence, and could only feel. 

Each thongkl suspended in a general pausef 
* All tharM his passions, and forgot their own; 
'Till, rous'd at length, in thundeis of applause, 
Th* acomdaat dictates of each heart were known. 

O lost for ever to our wondering view !— 
Yet. faithful Memoiy shall preserve thy name. 

Even distai^ times thy honours shall renew. 
And Qanrick still shall share his Shakespeare's 
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rhtis nMjMogtbiD^ tlie londy isle I itny^d; 

ReollM the wonders of hkiMtrhhw pc»w*w, 
\nd many a fonner scene in thought 8urvey*d, 

While all unheeded passM the silei^ hoon. 

^^tbmournfiil awe I trod the sacred sloiiest 
Where kii^ and heroes sleep in long repose, 

Vnd trophies monld'ring o*er the warnov*s bones» 
PicoGlainr how firail the life which Faase hestows. 

fow sunk the last iaint heam of closing day» 
Each form was lost, and hush*d was eVry 
sound, 

in, all was silent as the sleeping clay. 
And darkness spread her sable veil aroiuMU 

.t once, methoi:^ht, a more than midnight gloom 
With death-like horror chiU'd my throKbing 

breast, 
IThen k) 1 a voice deep murmuring from the 
tomb 
These awful accents on my soul impressed :•— 

' Vain are the glories of a nationV praise, 
** The boast of wit, the pride of genius, vain ; 
A long long night succeeds the transient blaze, 
** Where darkness, solitude, and silence, reign. 

The shouts of loud applause which thousands 

gave, 
** On me, nor pride, nor pleasure now bestow— 
Like the chill blast that murmurs o*er my grave, 
**^ They pasfr away— nor reach the dost below. 
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" One*virttiotis deed, to all thfe world unknown, 
•* Oiitweighs the highest bliss which these can 
gr^, 
** Call cheer Ifte soqI when youth and strength 
are flown, 
** In sickness triumph^, and in death survive^ 

f* What tho* to thee,' in lifers remotest sphere, 
" Nor Nature's gif&, nor Forhine's are con- 
signM, 
** Let iMrigfatest' prospects t6 thy soul appear^ 
And hopes immortal elevatie thy mind* 



M 



** The sculptured marble shaM drasolve^in dust,' 
*^ And fkme, and wealth, and honours, pass 
away : , 

^* Not such the triumphs of the good and just, 
** Not such the glories of eti^mal day. 

^ These, these sh^l live, when age? are no more, 
" With never-fading lustre still shall shine :— 

**• Go then* to Heaven devote-thy utmost pew*f, 
*^And knoWf whoe'er thou art, the prize \i 
thme/** ' 



ALWYN AND RENA.^ 

Ask you^ why round yon hallow'd grave - 
The myrtle atid the laurel bloom ? 

There sleep the lovely and the brave, . 
O! drop a tear upoo*ilieir tontb I: 
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*^ cease* my love, tbese foBd.alanns !** 
For war prepared, young Alwyn said; 

" For I most leave my Kena*s charms, 
*' My bleeding countiy asks-myaid^-*'^ 

** Yes, I will check this straggling sighs; *: 
** Yes, I will check these flowing tears,^ 

" A smile shall brighten in my eye, 
'^ My bosom 4hall dispel its fears** 

** You try, indeed, to fovee a^ smile, 
** Yet sorrow -s dropB«bed)ftw your cheeks;'* 

** You speak of peaces— yet ah i the while 
^< Your team will scarcely kt you speak !**" 

'' Go, Alwyn, Rena bids thee go, 
" She bids thee seek the- field ofdeath^f . 

** Go, Alwyn, rush amidst the foe, 
<* Go, and return with Viet*ry^ wmtb!!'' 



k thrilline blast thie trampet blew; 

The milk-white courser pawM the ground ;. 
k mixt delight young Alwyn kn^w. 

But Rena shuddered at the sound! 

JTet strove to hide the rising fears. 
Which now with double fury swell ; 

^hd, faintly smiling thro* her tears. 
She faulter*d out a long farewell. 

Three tedious moons with cheerless ray- 
Had vainly gilt the face of night, 

^or yet the hero took his way 
To, bless his drooping Rena*s sighh. 
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At lengthy tfaio* ReAi,*9.fair*TUe grove 
When now the fourUi^ her ladiMiyGe ibed. 

He came ;— -and Vict*iy'8 wreath was wove^-^-^ 
But ah ! around a li^less headt 

Distracted at the hlastiiig sight. 
To yonder ta& cliff's hemSng hrow. 

With heaving hieatt she ivg'd her flic^t. 
And would have suK^nfat ^e waves helow* 

But while with steady gaaashe viewed 
The leMong faiJkMia void €€ feai^ * 

Religion 9k hee riglifchand sloadr 
And wUsyec'd to hsr s^-^*^ Fbibeas.*^ 

And now the st^Hnn of grief was o'er; 

Yet evrlawrhoys weeping eye 
Distilled the slow and sttentehoiw^^ 

Nor oeasfd 'tiB KfiBTs waim springs wens dry. 

For this, around yon laHow'd grave 
Themyille and'thehnnel hloom ; 

There sleep the hyedy and die brave, 
! drop a tear vpon their tomb I 



ON A DYING FRIENa 

Rbst, gentle sfwrit, firom thy mortal strife^ 
From the light joys and solidgnefs of Ufe! 
Though few of A(m thy shortened course has^ 
known, • 



[1ioii(^ ih$m m ampk mwmtt imct thy owii» 
Idll HtRvea ihaD pf«ve« ^or ever wise end ju8t»)i 
rhy liopes not frmtniile, tiid mol vain thy trust. 
External Mercy thy reward piepares; 
]!eiieels the long arrear of pai|i and tean ; 
jives thee its own substantial Uiss ta know, 
Jnmixed withfraihj, imaltoye^t by woe. 
rhis is thy pcndon. What to ns ieniains» 
Whom yet on earth Mortality detains? 
>f all thy various worth the tender thooght; 
Fhy tfpd with virtue, sense, and genina fraught; . 
rhy cheerfbl convene, that mspcaded time; 
rhy manneis mild, and piety snhlime i 
But chief in death thy hright example given, 
^ecVning us on, and leading vptf^heai 



LINES 

WriUenfor the Use of a hmav&i mid affikUd 
Ladj^'-^Rm). JoMi Marriott, 



asting all your care upon Him, for He carethfor. 
you,-«lstPetery chap. v. verse 7. 

For me ! Was it rightly I heard ? 
The hope too presumptuous I fear : 
Let the sweet, the encouraging word^ 
Still dwell on my gratified ear. 
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Oil tny eat; <Iid I tay ^ ' Little gain ^ 
. Eittle ooovfort, such gift, wouM- impart r^ 
Olet its^leep impreto remaiii" 
Indelibly stafmpM on my heart.- 

Doe&'GoD then His creatures invite"^ 
Upon Hii^i to cast every care ? 
His ¥K>nl does Omnipotence i^ight ■ 
Hhuff freely their burden to hear ? 

O let me not baffle such love 
By a thankless and cold unbelief; 
But His truth and His faithftilneSs prove. 
By resigning my every grief. 

XJoesia^Father his. fostering hand 
F^m heaven ii» mercy extend^ '• 
AxiA'tHMl^I such compassion withstand,^ 
And* refuse* such a itountiftil friend ? 

Let me rather with rapture embrace 

An offer so gracious and kind, . 

And unlimited confidence place 

In such'pow*r and such goodness combinM; 

Has it pleased Him, in wisdom, to take 
My earthly dependence away? 
Then with child-like submission Pll make 
His arm my sole pillar and stay. 

Pll repose' on the words which'declare. 
That the desolate still He befriends. 
Makes the fatherless children His care, . 
A^ the cause of the widow defends./. 
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ril list to His heart-soothing voice. 
Who has said that the moumen are Uest, 
Who invites them to Him to rejoice, , 
And assures them of oonifort and rest. 

To the heart truly humbled by woe. 
The anointing of joy shall be given ; 
To the tears which from penitemce flow. 
The peace that's a foretaste.of lieaven. 



MY BROTHER'S GRAVE. 

John MouUrie^ Esq^ then a^d 15. 

Beneath the chancers hallow'd st^ne, 

£xpo8*d to ev*ry rustic tread. 
To few, save rustic mourners, known. 

My brother, is thy lowly bed. 
Few words upon the rough «tone gmven. 

Thy name, thy birth, thy youth declare, 
Thy innocence, thy hopes of heaven. 

In simplest phrase recorded there ; 
No 'scutcheons shine, no banners wave. 
In mockery o*er my brother's grave. 

The place is silent;— rarely sound . 
Js heard those ancient walks around ; 
No mirthful sound of friends that meet 
Discoursing ii^ the public street ; 
T^or hum of business, dull and loud. 
Nor murmur of the passing crowd. 
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Nor soldier's dmiii, nor trumpet*8 swelU 
From neiglib'niig foct or citadel ; 
No sound of hnmaA toil or strife. 
To Death's lone dwelfing^^eaks of Fife ; 
Nor breaks the silence, still and deep, 

Where thou, beneath thy burial stone. 
Art laid, in that unstartled sleep 

The living eye hath never known ! 
The lonely -sexton's footstep falls 
In dismal echoes on the walls. 
As slowly pacii^ thro' the aisle 

He sweeps th' unhofy dust away. 
And coftiwebs, which must not defile 

Those windows on a sabbath day ; 
And passing thro' the central nave. 
Treads lightly on my brother's grave. 

But, when the sweet-toned sabbath chime. 

Pouring it's music on the breeze. 
Proclaims the well-known holy time 

Of prayer, and thanks, and bended knees ; 
When mstic crowds devoutly meet, '■■ 

And lips and hearts to God are gtvai. 
And souls enjoy <eblivion sweet 

Of earthly ills in thoughts of heaven ; 
What voice of cafan and solemn tone ' 
Is heard above thy burial stone ? 
What form in priestly meek array 
Beside the altar kneels to pray ? 
What holy hands are lifted up 
To bless Uie sacnmental cup ? 
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Foil well I kaow dutt reverend fona : 
And, if a ipoiee ooold.Ttaoh the deadt 

T&ose tones would leadi thee ;— hot the worm, 
My brother, mikes thy heart hk had ^ 

That Sire who tfaj existence gave. 

Now stands heside thy lowly grate. 

It is not long since thou wext wont 

Within these sacred walls to kneel ; 
This altar, that baptismal font* 

These stones which now thy dust conceal. 
The sweet tones of the sabbath bell. 

Were holiest oliyects to thy soul; 
On these thy spirit lov*d to dwell. 

Untainted by the world's control. 
My brother, those were happy days 

When thou and 1 were children yet ; 
How fondly memory stift surveys 

Those scenes the heart can ne*er forget. 
My soul was then, as thine is now. 

Unstained by sin, unstung by pain; 
Peace smil'd on each unclouded brow ; 

Mine ne'er will be so calm s^in ! 
How blithly then we hail'd the ray 
\Vhich usherM in the sabbatlwday ; 
How lightly then our footsteps trod 
Yon pathway to the house of God ; 
For souls, in which no dark offence 
Hath sullied childhood's innocence, - 
Best meet the pure and hallowM shrine, 
.Which guiltier bosoms own divine. 
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I feel not now, as then I felt,— . 

The sunshine of my heart is o^er-; 
The spirit now is chiangM, which dwek 

l/Vithin me in the days before. 
But thou wert snatch 'd« •myrbrothor, -hence 
In all thy "guileless tnnooence ; 
One sabbath saw thee bend the knee 
In reverential piety. 
For childish faults forgiveness crave. 
The next beamed brightly on thy grave. 
The crowd, of which thou late wert one. 
Now throng*d across tfhy bui^al stone; 
Rude footsteps trampled oii the spot 
Where thou liest raould'ring and forgot ; 
While some few gentler bosoms wept 
In silence, where my brother islept. 

I stood not by thy feverish bed, 

1 looW not on thy glazing eye. 
Nor gently hiilM ithy aching head^ 

Nor viewed thy 'dying agony ; 
I felt not what my parents felt, 

The:doabt, the terror, the distress, 
Nor vainly for my brother knelt ; 

My heart was spared that wretchedness. 
One sentence told me in a breath 
My brother^s illness^ and his death ! 

The days of mourning glided by^ 
And broi^ht me back my gaiety ; 
For soon io childhood's wayward heart 
DoesxnishM affection cease to smart.; 
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Again I join'd the playAil crowd 
Of boyish phymales, wild and lood? 
1 leamt to view with careless eye 
My sable gaxk ef nusery ; 
No more I wept my brother^s lot. 
His image was almost foigot. 
And ey'ry deeper shade of pain 
Had TanishM from my soul s^;aitt. 

The well-known mom I used to greet . 

With boyhood*s joy, at length was beaming. 
And thoi^ts of hqme, and raptures sweel, > 

In eY*ry eye, bat mine, were gleaming. 
Bnt I, ami^ that yovthfnl band . 

Of beating hearts and beasung eyes. 
Nor smiiM, nor spoke, at joy's command. 

Nor felt those wonted ecstacies. 
I lovVi my home, but trembled now 
To view my father's altered brow ; 
I fear*d to meet my mother's eye. 
And hear her voice of agony ; 
I fear'd to view my native spot. 
Where he who lov'd it, now was not ! 
The pleasures of my home were (led, — 
My brother slnmber'd with the dead ! 

Pensive I reach'd my father's gate. 

No smiling faces met me now ; 
I enter'd,*-«ll was desolate,—- 

Grief sat upon my mother's Imcow ; 
I heard her, as she kiss*d me, sigh ; 
A tear was ia my father's eye ; 

o 
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My little brollien round me pr6B8*d, 
In gay unthinking cbikUiood West ;«» 
Long, long, that hour is past ; but when 
Shall I forget the moomful soeUe I 

The sabbath came ; with mournful pace 

1 sought my brother^s burial place ; 

That shrine, which when I last had view'd, 

In vigour by my side he stood. 

I gazM arovmd with fearful eye. 

All things reposed in sanctky ; 

I .iMMh'd the chancel ; nought was changM : 

The akar decently arranged. 

The pure white cloth above the shraie. 

The Qcmsecrated bread and wine. 

All Hfraathe same ; I saw no trace 

Of sorrow in that holy place ; 

One hurried glance I downward gave,— 

My foot was on my brother*s grave ! 

And years have past, and thou art now 

Forgotten in Uiy «lent tomb ! 
And cheerful is my mother^s brow. 

My Seitber^s eye has lost its gloom ! 
And years have past ; and death has laid 

Another victim by thy side ; 
With thee he retass an iafitnt shade. 

But not more.pnte than Uiee, he died. 
Blest are ye bo(hl««*^m<i^ ashes vest 
Beside tha apot yoa krv*d the best ; 
And that,d«Mr ba«^ Mich -saw your birth. 
Overlooks you in yoiif ted o£ «aith. 



It3 



But who can teUtirhai bintful Axm 
Your angel fpirits -wander o^cr^ 
0» who can tell wiwt^tapttifesliisk 
Now bleaa yonr inoMrtali^ i 

My boykh days are 4ieaily gone. 

My breast is not unsullied now. 
And worldly caret and woea will aoen 

Cut their 4eep farrows on my hrew ; 
rAnd life will take a datrker hue. 
From ills my btoUier ««ftr knew ; 
And human po^fnons o*er my sovl 
May hold their dark and MlconttoL 
And I have made me bosom friends. 

And IdvM, and linked my heart with t)thers; 
fiut who with mine his bosom blends. 

As mine was blended with my brother's f 
When years of rapture glided by, 

The spring of life's unclouded weather. 
Our souls were knit ;— and thou and 1, 

My brother, grew in love together, 
^he chain is broke which bound us then^ 
When shall I find its like again ! 

TO MRS. S.— By her Htahand. 

For blooming health, for ease from pains, 
I left my streams, I left my plains,-— 

Hope fledg'd my wings to roam ; 
But tyrant pow'r, and anxious care 
Too sure had fix'd th' invidious snare. 

To catch me when from home,* 

<j 2 
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Ah ! what had I abroad to do? 
With me the peaceful olive grew. 

And life's all healing faaume 
Contentment, on her turtle wings. 
Brought joys to me unfelt by kings. 

And ev*ry blessing home. 

Of all thy sex, thou first, and best. 
Thou Virtue, by the Graces drest. 

My Margaretta come ; 
From dissipation, doubts, and strife. 
To sweet retreat and tranquil life. 

Oh ! lead me, lead me home. 

By day» by night» thy ceaseless love, 
A» constant, as the lights above, 

. That gild the heav'nly dome ; 
So constant, sobenig^, as they. 
Thy influence waits with friendly ray. 

To guide the wand'rer home. 

Oh ! may the during pen of Heav'n 
Record the blessings it has giv*n. 

In Mem*ry*s fieuthful tome ; 
That life the grateful debt may pay. 
Each silent eve, each rising day. 

When safety brings me home. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A POOR IDEOT. 

Mrs. Dixon* 

Who, hapless helpless being, who 
Shall strew a flower upon thy grave. 

Or who from mute obliyion's power 
Thy disregarded name shall save ? 

Honour, and wealth, and learning's store 

The votive urn remembers long. 
And e*en the annals of the poor 

Live in their bard's immortal song. 

But a blank stone best honours thee, 
Whom sense, nor wealth, nor feme could 
find ; 

Poorer than ought beside we see,«— 
A human form without a mind. 

A casket gemless ! yet for thee 

Pity suspends the tender wail; 
For Reason shall a moral see. 

While Memory paints the simple tale. 

Yes ! it shall paint thy humble form 

Clad decent in its russet weed, 
Happy in harmless wand*ring*s charm , 

And pleased thy father's flock to feed. 

o 3 



126 EClBGaSSL 

With vacant reckless smile she bore 
Patient, the cruel scomer's jest, 

With unfixed' gasie could pass it o*eiv^ 
And turn it pointless from her breasts 

"Kei tongue, unable to display 
The unform'd chaos of her miad^ 

No sense itss rude sounds could conveys 
But to parental instiact kiodl 

Yet close to ev*ry human form 
CUi^ Imitation's mimsopawer^ 

And she was. fond and piroud to own? 
The school time's- reg3alated.hour». 

And o^er the mutiftitied page 
MutterM tfie mifoia lessonV tone,. 

And e'es the scholar's tasl^ was said,. 
Brought eves aad anon her own^ 

And many a truant bdf wonid s€ek 

And drag relnctant to his ptsfcce. 
And e'en the mastpr'a solemn voice 

Would modL withr grave and apt grimaeei 

Each heart humane could freely love- 
A nature so esttan^d from wrong. 

That even w&ots would remove 
Her from the passing trav'Uer^s tongue*. 

9ut her prhne joy was fdH to be 

Where holy congr^adons bow. 
Rapt in wild transports when they sung,' 

And when they paay*d woold bend bet low.. 
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Oh NatiHCf ! wheieioe*er thou art» 
Some latent worship still is there ; 

Blush ye I whose form without a heart 
The ideoCs plea cau never share. 

Poor guiMeiS'thtBgl just eighteen years 

ParmilBl mm haA^ vear *d alonet 
Then, lest th^fte^ev shouMst wanl these cares» 

Heaii«>tQok thee> spotless^ to its own. 

Full many a watchful eye of love 
Thy sickness and thy death did cheer» 

And Reasons while she joys^ approves 
The instinct of a parent^ tear. 

Pbor guileless thing ! forgot hy men» 
The heaving tui€ directs to thee ; 

'Tis all thou art to mortal ken. 
But Vaith heyond the tofnb can see. 

For what arbimtof mind shall glow 
When, disencumber'd from this clod, 

Thouy who on earth couldst nothing know. 

Shah Tisis to comprehend thy Goo ! 

• 
Oh, c6uld thy spirit teach us now. 

Full many a truth the gay might learn. 

The vahie c^ a blameless life 

* Full many a scomer might discern. 

Yes ! they might learn, who waste their time. 

What it would be to know no sin. 
They who pollute the souPs sweet prime. 

What to be spotless pure within. 
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Go then, and seek her humble grerv&> 
All y6 who sjx)rt in Folly's ray. 

And as the gale the grdss shall wave. 
List to a voice that seems to say, — 

•* "lis not the measure of your pcwrers' 
" To whi'ch th* eternal meed is given r 

•* Tis wasted or improved hours 

^ Shall forfeit or secure you heaven.** 



ON A YOUNG WOMAN FOUND DEAD IN 
St. GEORGE* s FIELDS.— Mws M. Youn^:. 

Unhappy daughter of distress- and' woe, 
Whate*ertby suff 'rings, and whoe'er thou art> 
For thee the tear of charity shall flow. 
Warm froni the purest fountain of the heart. 

Tho' now, alas I abandon'd and unknown, 
A parent once beheld thee with delight ; 
The darling of a father*^s heart alone. 
Or the lov'd object of a mother's sight I 

For thee, perhaps^ they watch'd, and toil'd, and 

pray'd. 
O'er thy sweet innocence with rapture hung. 
And well they thought their tend'rest care repaid 
To hear the artless music of thy tongue I 
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When dawning Reason shed her ray benign. 
And al] thy excellence became reyeal'd. 
Bow did they joy to see thy virtues shine,- 
Qr hear thy praise with rapture iU-conceaI*d ! 

For who, akn ! can tell thy secret worth ? 
What shining store of virtues might appear ? 
The bosom, now defenceless on the earth. 
Perhaps was generous, grateful, and sincere. 

The lips, that knew no friend to bid farewell. 
Might once the noblest sentiments express ; 
The wretched head, that unsupported fell. 
Might once be tumM to stories of distress. 

Some vile deceiver (practis'd to betray) 
Might win thy easy heart, destroy thy fame. 
Then cast thee like a loathsome weed away. 
The sport of fortune, and the child of shame 

• 

Poor wanderer ! perhaps thou could*st not find 
One liberal hand the slender gift to spare : 
Insatiate avarice the soul confined. 
Or timid prudence disbelieved thy prayer ! 

Then from the world, abandoned and forlorn. 
Careless of life, and hopeless of relief. 
Thine agonizing soul retired to mourn. 
And breathe its last in unmolested grief I' - 

•Whatever has been thy lot, lamented shade, . 
From sin at length and sorrow thk>u art free ; : 
Thy debt to virtue it is amply paid. 
And weeping Pity pays her debt to thee. . 

G 5 
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JESSY, 

Deseribhtg the Sorrow of an ingenuous Mikdy ^n 
Ae meiancholjf £imiU of a Imniims Amour . 

Shmttone, 

Wht mourna my friend I why weeps his down* 
cast eye ? 
That, eyd where mirths whtie &ncy u$'d io^ 

Thy ch^alfnl meads rep«cnf<e that sweliing sigh ;. 
Spring nal'm enameled fairer meads than thiyie.^ 

Art thou not lodg'd ib Fortune^s vrarm^ embrace ^ 
Wert thou not fonta'd l^Nattupe*s partial care?" 

Blest 19. thy song* and blest in et^ry grace^ 
That irina ^le friend, or that enehantii the fair ^ 

Damon, said he, thy partial praise restrain ; 

Not Damon*s friendship can my peace restore ;. 
Alas ! his very praise awakes my pain. 

And my poor wounded boson^ bleeds the n^re. 

For oh I that natmpe on my bi«th had frown*4 !i 
(3r fortune fix'd me to some lowly cell I 

Then had my bosom 'scap'd this fatal wound,. 
Nor had I bai these' ¥emal sweets iiaunewell. 



But, led ^FortmeVhand, her daxliiag child,. 

Bfy yovth her vain lieentipna bliss admir*d ; 
In Fortune*s tiaiii the siren Flattery, smil'd. 

And msMy h|^oyr^df4lher^pBei^.ii^pif*d.. 
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Of folly flivtioiii^ e*m of vioe« wii» 
Aiw ncm i gikhd by iIm rick «id gay ! 

I c1ia8*d the guileless ^ughten of tht pl«in> 
Nor 48Q|Kt the ch«o«, liU Jesiy was my prey. 

Poor artless maid ! to stain thy spotless name 
v£xpense» and art, and toil, united strove ; 
To Ivofi a bieait that felt the purest flam^, 
Suslaiii^d hy Tiitiie, but betrayM by lofe. 

SehooTd in the science of lovers mazy wite^ 
I cloth'd each feature with affected soom ; 

I spoke of jealous doubts, and fickle smilet, . 
Aatip feigoiDg, left her anxious and Ibrloni* 

Then, while the fancyM rage alarmM her care. 
Warm to deny, and zealous to disprore, 

I bade my words their wonted softness wear^- 

And seiz*d the minute of returning love. 

if 
To thee, my Damon, dare I paint the rest ? 

Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 

Assured that virtue, by misfortune prest^ 

Feiels not the sharpness of a pang like mine;> 

Nine envious moons matur*d her growing shame^ 
Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day ; 

When scomM of virtue, stigmatized by fame. 
Low at my feet desponding Jessy lay. 

'• Henry," she said, " by thy deatform subdu'd, 
*** See the sad relics of a nymph undone t 

** I find, I find this- rising sob renewM : 
** 1 sigh in shades^ and sicken at the itun. 
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•* Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry, 
** When will the mom's once pleasing scenes^ 
return ? 
".Yet what can mom's returning ray supply, 
** But foes that triumph, or but friends that 
mbum I 

" Alas I no more that jojrous mom appears 
** That led the tranquil honts of spotless* fame; 

•* For I have steep'd a father's couch in tears, 
*• And ting*d a mother*:? glowing, cheek with 
shame* 

" The vocal birds that raise their matin strain, 
** The sportive Iambs, increase my pensive 
moan; 

•' All seem to chase me from the cheerful plain, 
** And talk of tiuth and innocence alone. 

*• If thro' the garden's flow'ry tribes I stray, 
•* Where, bloom the jasmines that could once 
allure, 

•* Hope not to find delight in us, they say, 
" For w^ are spotless, Jessy ; we are pure. 

" Ye flow'rs f that well reproach a nymph so frail, 

•• Say, could ye with my virgin fame comparer? 
" The brightest bud that scents the vemal gale 
** Was not so fragrant, and was not so fair. 

•• Now the grave old i^Iarm the gentler youn^, 
" And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion ffee ; 

•• Trembles each lip, and faulters every tongue, 
** That bids the mom propitious smile on me. 
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" Thus for your sake I shun each homan eye ; 

** I bid the sweets of blooming youth adieu ; 
** To die I languish, but I dread to die, 

** Lest my sad fate should nourish pangs for you* 

** Raise me from earth; the pains of want rem6ye^ 
** And let me silent seek some friendly shore ; 

** There only, banish'd from the form I love, 
** My weepipg virtue shall relapse no more. 

** Be but my friend ; I ask no dearer name ; 

** Be such the meed of some more artful fair ; 
*' Nor could it heal my peace, or chase my shame^ 

•' That pity gave what love refus'd to share. 

'' Force not my tongue to ask its scanty bread» 
•* Nor hurl thy Jessy to tbe vulgar crew ; 

'* Not such the parentis board at which I fed ! , 
•* Not such the precepts from his lips I drewf 

** Haply, when age has silvered o'er my hair, 
**« Malice may learn to scorn so mean a spoil ; 

'' Envy may slight a face no longer fair ; 
" And Pity welcome to my native soil.'' 

She spoke — nor was I bom of savage race, 
• Nor could these hands a niggard boon assign ; 
Grateful she clasp'd me in a last embrace, 
And vow'd to waste her life in pray'rs for mine. 

I saw her foot the lofty bark ascend ; 

I saw her breast with every passion heave ; 
I left her — torn from every earthly friend ; 

Oh ! my hard bosom, which could bear to leave I 



134 ELEGIES. 

Brief let ne be,— -the fatal storm arose,— 
Tite billows n^*d, the pilot*8 art waa vain ; 

O'er the taU mast the circling surges close ; 
My Jessy floats upon the wat'ry plain ! 

Ancl^— -see my youth's impetuous fires decay r 
Seek not to stop reflection's bitter tear ; 

But warn the frolic, and instruct the gay. 
From Jessy floating on her wat'ry bier I 



TO A FRIEND. 
On some slight occasion estranged from him, 

Shenstone» 

UsAJUTH to my Friend, and many a cbeierful day 

Around his seat may peaceful shades abide ! 
Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with smiles, 
away. 
And, 'till they crown our union, gently glide. 

Ah me ! too swiftly fleets our vernal bloom ! 

Lost to our wonted friendship, lost to joy I 
Soon may thy breast the cordial wish resume. 

Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth destroy* 

Say; were it our*s^ by Fortune's wild command^ 
By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone ; 

Won*dst tbon reject thy Damon's plighted hand ? 
Wpu*dit tiiou with scorn thy onoe lov'd friend 
cnMWilr 
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Life is tiiat itiangei land, that alieir clime ; 

Shall kindled took forego their social claim ? 
LaonchM in the vast abyat of space and time. 

Shall daik snsjncion qneneh ^e generous flame ? 

Myriads of souls, that knew one parent moldy 
See sadly severM by the laws <^ chance ! 

Myriads, m Time's perennial list enrolPd, 
Forbid by Fate to change one transient glanced 

But we have met— where ills of every form. 
Where passions n^, and* hurricanes descend : 

Say, shall we nurse the rage, assist the storm. 
And guide them to the bosom of a friend? 

Yes, we have met— thro* rapine, fraud, and wrong",. 

Miffht our joint aid the paths of peace eipk>re I 
Why leave thy friend amid the boisterous throng. 

Ere death divide us, and we meet no more f 

For oh ! pale sickness warns thy friend away t 
Fot me no more the vernal roses bloom ! 

I see stem fate his ebon wand display. 

And point the wither*d regions of the lomb» 

Then the keen anguish from thine eye shall start,. 

Sad as thou follow*st my untimely bier ; 
^ Fool that I wasH— if friends so soon must part^ 
Tp^let suspicion intermix a fear***^ 



«& 
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TO MRS. UNWIN.— Coieper. 

Mary ! I want a lyre with other strings ; 

Such aid from Heaven, as some have feignM they 

drew ! 
An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new, 
And luidebas'd by praise of meaner things ! 
That, ere through age or woe I shed my wings, 
I may record thy worth with honour due. 
In verse as musical as thou art true,— • 
Verse, that immortalizes whom it sings I 

But thou hast tittle need : There is a book. 
By seraphs writ, with beams of heavenly lights 
On which the eyes of God not rarely look ;. 
A chronicle of actions, just and bright ! 

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine,. 
And since thou own*st that praise, I spare thee 
mine.. 



TO THE SAME.— CoM^per. 

The twentieth year is well nigh past. 

Since first our sky was overcast. 

Ah would that this might be the last ! 

My Mary ! 
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Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 
I see thee daily weaker grow— - 
'Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

My Mary E 

Thy needlesy once a shining store I 
For my sake restless heretofore. 
Now rust disusMy and shine no more, 

My Mary t 

For though thou gladly would* st fulfil 
The same kind office for me still. 
Thy sight now i^econds not thy will. 

My Mary f 

But well thou playd*st the housewife^s ^rt ;; 
And all thy threads, with magic art. 
Hare wound themselves about this heart. 

My Mary I 

Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language uttered in a dream ; 
Yet me they charm, whate*er the theme,, 

My Mary I 

Thy silver locks, once auburn brfght !' 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light. 

My Mary I 

For could I view nor them nor thee, 
What sight worth seeing could I see ? 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

My Mary I 
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Partakers of thy sad decline^ 

Thy hands their little force resign ; 

Yet gently prest^ press g^Uly mine, 

M>^ Mary f 

Such feebleness of limbs thoupro¥*M» 
That now, at every step thou mov^st 
Upheld by two, yet still thou lov*st. 

My Mary! 

And still to love, thoi^h prest with ill. 
In wint'ry age to feel no diill. 
With me isto be lamAf slill^ 

My Mary I 

But tjo: I by constant heed I knoww 
How oft/tiie sankieis that I sbowv 
Transforms thy rauies to looha of wot» 

Myfiiai;!. 

And should my fature lol be cast 
With much Rscipiblaace of the past,. 
Thy wom-o«t hMit wiil bvtak at last. 

My Mary I 



TO MY FATHER. 

Oh ! my dear Father, I can ne^er forget, 
Nor, e*er rmnembering, cease to feel, the 
To thee I owe ; nor e'er that debt repay, 
To the kte evening of my mortal day. 



*A:<t: 
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Thou gav'gt mebdng, fiir mote sweet thn 
Thoagav'stiDelteirliiehiiiikeimybcdai' blits^ 
Thou diditto bdy dmughti any bosom wmi, 
Tboii.di(ftt my tongue to holy accents form. 
And taught^st, in dawning reason's in&nl days^ 
To lisp the voice of prayer^ and thanks, andpraiit^ 



IN BfEMORY OF MY BELOVED MOTHER. 

Who hushed my infant caies to rest ? 
Who lulled* me on be? tender breast. 
And wbsQ I stirred mose closely pressed ? 

SfyMothec^ 

Who sweetly stillsit my ws aUuy cs i s s^ I 
Who prayed: mj^'darwnii^ Aoaghls night rise 
Above eMtVa fteetiiig vaaitiea t 

My Mother^ 

In early youth,, wbo soetlied njrwoe h 
Who mourned^ whsti sickness kid me low^ 
But whispered, ** Mercy dsala die blow ?** 

My Mother^ 

Who taught my simple heart the way 
In feeble aoecnts first to pray } 
Who watched my slumbeis, cheered my day ^ 

Bfy Mother* 

Who strove to teach my heart to glow 

With gratitude, and melt at woe ? 

Each selfish feeUog ta forego t 

My Blother. 
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Who lived in peace and died in faith. 
And hlest me with her latest hreath ? 
Who grasped my hand and smiled in death ? " 

My Mother. 

! shade of her I loved so dear ! 
Thy fond rememhrance still I hear 
In my sad heart. Thou livest there. 

My Mother. 



THE LEAF.— Bp. Home. 
" We an do fade as a leaf.** Isa. lxiv.-6. 

Sbb the leares around us' falling* 
Dry and withered, to the ground ; 

Thus to thoughtless mortals calling. 
In a sad and solemn sound : 

Sons of Adam, coice in Eden, 
Blighted when like us he fell. 

Hear (he lecture we are reading, 
'Tis, alas ! the truth we tell. 

Virgins, much, too much presuming 
On your boasted white and red ; 

View OS, late in beauty blooming. 
Numbered now among the dead. 

Griping misers, nightly waking. 
See the end of all your care ; 

Fled on wings of our own making. 
We have left our owners bare. 
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Sons of honour, fed on praises, 
Flutt'ring high in fancied worth, 

Lo ! the fickle air, that raises. 
Brings us down to parent earth. 

Learned sophs, in systems jaded. 

Who for new ones daily call. 
Cease, at length, by us persuaded, 

Ev^iy leaf must have its fall. 

Youths, tho* yet no losses grieve you. 

Gay in health and manly grace. 
Let not cloudless skies deceive you. 

Summer gives to Autumn place. 

Venerable sires, grown hoary. 

Hither turn th* unwilling eye. 
Think, amidst your falling glory. 

Autumn tells a Winter nigh. 

Yearly in our course returning. 

Messengers of shortest stay. 
Thus we preach this truth concerning, 

** Heaven and earth shall pass away.*' 

On the tree of life eternal, * 

Man, let all thy hope 1>e staid. 
Which alone, for ever vernal. 

Bears a leaf that shall not fade. 
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WRITTEN 
In Ae Forth ^ JBteeotl C^urdk, m the hU 

of Wight. 

pARXWELLy sweet Binsteadl take a long farewell 

From one unused to sight of woods and seas ; 
Amid the strife of cities doomed to dwell. 

Yet routed to ecstacy hy sighls like these ; 
Who could fer ever sit b^raath tiiy treesi 

Inhaling perfome from the flowery dell, 
Or» listening to the'muroaur of the breese» 

Gaze with delight on ocean*s awful swell. 
Once more, adieu 1 nor deem that I profane 
Thy sacred porch, for whHe ^ sahbath strain 

May &il to turn the sinner from his mys. 
These are impresnona none can feel in vain ; 

These are the wonders that perforce must raise 

The soul to God, in silent faith and praise ! 



THOUGHTS IN A GARDEN.—GW^^. 

No longer lies Nature asleep in the root ; 
She blooms in yon bough» lo ! she sets in yon fruit ; 
Too soon from the foough if the blossom should £3111, 
No fruit will succeed, — the gay blossom is all : 
Think, think, O my soul, what a lesson for thee ! 
The bough may Moom &ir, but qjuite barren the 
tree. 
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"While pholed Itm in Uus garden bdioir» 
Some bmU if but litlle» some fruit I hmhI tbtm ; 
Last He th«t has planted should say with a fipoimi, 
^^ The axe to the root ; cut the cumheier ^bmwL" 
My season for bearings not loi^ it may last^ 
Then wise let me be ere that season is past ; 
Bearaiy heaien is the clime, and oote-plaMt me 

'bnttfiere, "^ 
Oh ! how shall I bloom, and wliat fruit .^ub^ I bear ? 
la llieliaafter*8 own garden, baneath'His own eye, 
Hy leaf shall not wither, my fruit shall not die ; 
By that'l^mitain of life I shall 'flo urishi ng stand, 
Which eyerahall flow at the Plantet^s right hand. 



ON VISITING THE RUINiS OF t)0NKSWELL 

ABBlEY. 

Blest be the power, by Heaven's own flame 

inspired. 
That first through shades monastic poured the 

light ; 
Where, with imsocial Indolence retired. 
Fell Superstition reigned in tenfold night ; 
Where, long sequestered from the vulgar sigbt. 
Religion fettered lay, her form unknown, 
'Mid direful gloom and many a secret rite ; 
Till now released, she claims her native throne. 
And gilds th' avrakening world with xadiance adl 

her own. 
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O sacred source of sweet celestial peace ! 
From age to age in darksome cells confined ! 
Blest be the voice that bade thy bondage cease, 
And sent thee forth t' illuminate the blind. 
Support the weak, and raise the sinking mind : 
By thee the soul her native strength explores, 
Pmsues the plan by favouring Heaven assigned. 
Through Truth's fair path th* enlightened spirit 
soars. 
And the Great Cause of all with purer rites adores. 

How oft, confined within this narrow grate. 
With souls aspiring to a world's applause. 
Have free-bom spirits mourned their hapless fate ! 
Some hero, ardent in his country's cause. 
Some patriot, formed to give a nation laws. 
Or in life's milder scenes with honour share; 
When each fond hope a father's hand withdraws, 
And dooms his child, from ev'ry prospect fair. 
To long unvarying years of lonely deep despair. 

When darkness now with silence reigns around. 
As the faint sun withdraws his glimm'ring 

beams, 
(Save when, to render horror more profound. 
On the rough grate the pale moon quiv'ring 

gleams, 
And thro' the length'ning aisle the owlet screams) 
Then, lulled by Fancy's visionary train. 
His long lost friends frequent his blissful dreams ; 
He spends his days of childhood o'er again. 
Till sounds the midnight bell, and proves the 

vision vain. 
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Y<$t kl tli^ h»ad of xl^solathtof Ttme . 

These sinking towers and mouMhuig walk 
revere^ i » 

for Bot wilh useless prkle they rose subdime : 

Fair Sqienice iftored iieir choicest treiaicoresherey 
When Rapine Ivhirled aloft iier threat'«k^ tpear. 
When' Murder reigned, by ^hic Igiioh^6ce 
crown'd : 
Ob ev*ry phiin the barbarous bands appelnr. 
Fierce Discord Htnds her hostile tirumptet waUld, 
And War, in crinison'd robe, tremend<3ustelks 
around, 

TkMigh now in ruined majesty they lie. 

The fading relics of departed days^ 
Yet shall their change no useless theme supply. 

No trivial subject for the poet^s lays ; 
For, 9s the thoughtful mind these scenes sntv^Sf 

Whose solemn shades reflection's powers invite. 
Their fading pomp that awful hand displays^. 

Which can, from transient ill and mental nin^t. 

Educe eternal good and intellectual 1]|^ 



t 



DEATH. 

Wages of ^in isi death : The day is cone,* . . 
Wherein the €qual hand of Death misi aniit 
The severar items of inan's Raiding gloiy ' 
Into the easy total of one story. 
The brows tbat sweat for kaagdoms aM weim 
To glorify their temples with a cfhfWb, 

H 
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At length grow cold, and leave their honoured 
name 

To flourish in the uncertain blast of Fame. 

This is the height that glorious mortals can 
, Attain ; this is the highest pitch of man. 
. The quilted quarters of the earth's great ball» 

Whose unconfined limits were too small 

For his extreme ambition to deserve. 

Six foot of length and three of breadth must server 

This is the highest pitch that man can fly ; 

Audi after all his triumph, he must die. 

Lives he in wealth ? Does well-deserved store 
Limit his vnshy that he can wish no more ? ^ 
And does the fairest bounty of increase 
Crown him with plenty, and his days with peace ? 
It is a right-hand blessing : but supply 
Of wealth cannot secure him ; he must die. 

Liver he in pleasure ? Does perpetual mirth 
Lend him a little heaven upon this earth ? 
Meets he no sullen care, no sudden loss 
To cool his joys ? Breathes be without a cross ? 
Wants he no pleasure that his wanton eye 
Can crave or hope from Fortune ? He must die* 

Lives, he in hcMiour? hath his fair desert 
Obtained the freedom of his prince's heart ? 
Or may his more familiar hands disburse 
His liberal favours from the royal purse ? 
Alas I :l|iftriM>noitr cannot soar too high 
For pale-fm»4-I>9filb.tal«Uow: ^he must 
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lives lie a conqueror ? and doth Heaven bless 
His heart with spirit : that spirit with success.; 
Success with glory ; glory with a name. 
To live with the eternity of fame.? 
The progress of his lasting fame may vie 
With time : but yet the conqueror must diit. 

Great and good God ! Thou Lord of life and deaths 
In whom the .creature hath his being» breath ; 
Teach me to under-prize this life» and I 
Shall find my loss the easier when I die. 
So raise my feeble .thoughts and dull desire* 
That, when these vain and weaiy days ezpirej 
I may discard my flesh with joy, and quit 
My better part of this false earth* and it 
Of some more sin ; and for this transiloij 
And tedious life enjoy a life of glory. 



DEATH'S FINAL CONQUEST.^-SAfrfcy. 

The glories of our blood and state 

Are shadows* not substantial thii^.; 
There is no armour against fate : 
Death lays his icy hands on lungs : 
Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down* 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 

b2 
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Some men with, swords may reap the field. 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill ; 
But their strong nerves at last must yield ; 
They tame hut one another still. 
Early or late 
They stoop to Fate, 
And must give up their murmuring breath. 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 

The garlands wither on your brow. 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds. 
Upon Death*8 purple altar now 
See where the victor victim bleeds : 
All heads must come 
To the cold tomb, — 
Only the aetiohs of the just 
Smell Bweet, and blossom in the dust. 



TO Mrs. . — J. Bowdler^ Jun, 

Thins: not, becauadJthy quiet day 
In silent goodness steals away ; 
Think not, jbtecause to me alone 
Thy deeds of cheerful love arc{ kpown.; 
That m the grave's :3ar)K qbajjibej. laid. 
With thee those senile ^cts fihall ftide : 
From the low turf where virJlye lies, 
Shall many al)loodless trppt^y ^rise. 
Whose everlasting, btoom sq?iU sharpie 
The laurelled cwque^Qii's piquije?t.D^me. 
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For there the hoary sire shall comey 
And lead his hahes to kiss thy tomh ; 
Whose manlier steps shall oft repaif 
To hless a parent buried there. 
The youth, whose grateful thought reveres 
The hand that ruled his wayward years ; 
The tender Qiaid» whose throbUng hreast 
Thy gentle wisdom soothed to rest ; 
And he, who well thy virtues knew. 
When fortune failed, and friends were few; 
All who thy blameless course approved. 
Who felt thy goodness, or whp loved,. 
Shall croud around Xh^ hc^iopied, shrine. 
And weep, and wish an end like thine. 

And still, as wintry suns ga down. 

When winds are loud, and tempests frown^ 

And blazing hearths a welcome give ; 

Thy name in many a tale shall live. 

And still, as'cheei^l May Resumes 

Her hawthorn sweets and heathy blooifii. 

By upland bank and mossy lee 

Shall many a heart remember thee. 

But chief shall Fancy love to trace 

Each mentat charm, each moral grace ; 

These, these shall Five through msguy a yearj^ 

To Truth, to Love, to Virtue dear ; 

And pour a mild instructive strain. 

When Wisdom lifts her voice in vain ; 

Shall Youth*s unthinking heart assuagey 

And smooth the brow of careful Age. 



u3 
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A FRAGMENT.— J. Bowdler, Jvm. 

Ghildr£n of God, who, pacing slow> 

Your pilgrim path pursue, 
Ih strength and weakness, Joy and woe» 

To God's high calling true : 

Why more ye thus with lingering tread^ 

A doubtful moumfnl-bsmd ? 
Why fiuntly hangs the drooping headr 

Why faik the feeble band ?. 

Was the full orb that rose in light 

To cheer your early way, 
A treacherous meteopfklsely bright; 

That Uazed said' passed away ? 

Was the rich vale that proudly shone 

Beneath the morning, beam,. 
A soft illusion swiftly gone,, 

A fair and faithless dream f 

Oh I weak to know a Saviour's power^. 

To feel a Father's care : 
A moment's toil, a passing shower. 

Is all the gprief ye share. 

The lord of light, though veiled awhile 

He hide his noontide ray. 
Shall soon^in lovelier beauty smile 

To gild the closing day ; 
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And buTStiog through the dusky shroud 

That dared his power invest, 
Ride throned in light o^et every cloud 

Triumphant to his rest. . . . 

• 

And there, beneath His beam renewed. 

That glorious vale shall shine. 
So long by trembling hope pursued^ 

And now for ever thine. 

Then, Christian, dry the falling tear. 

The faithless doubt remove ; 
RedeemM at last from guilt and fear. 

Oh ! wake thy heart to love. 

A Saviour's blood hath bought thy peac^ 

Thy Saviour God adore ; 
He bade the throb of terror cease. 

The pains of guilt he bore. 



TO HIS MOTHER.— J. EowdZcr, Jin. ' 

Thou dearest object of my earliest love. 

Whom Nature's voice first taught me to adore,^* 

Ere rising Reason's mandate could approve. 
What heaven-taught instinct had inspired before; 

O what a race my weary feet have run, . ' 

Since last thy image met my wishful eye ; .- 

Then waft me hence, thou quick revolving 8un> / 
To that lov'd r^on of eternal joy. . 

u4 
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For whei^ can iiiaa m bewFeo^ high realms 
beside, 

flUeart- soothing peace and gentle pleasure find ;. 
If senseless apathy in stoic pridie. 

Constrain each nobler feeling of the mind .^ 

*Th warm Affectioa's links that mildly join 
In sacred sympathy each kindiped soul. 

When, rich with mercies from the hand divine, 
Days, months, and years, m blissful silence rplL 

Such were the hours that once in rapture flew. 
While every day increase of bliss supplied : 

With every hour some sweeter pleasure grew. 
Each wish prevented, and, each want i^ntpecL 

Yet, e*en while Freedom spread bet charQis 
around/ 
Whib laugh/sd the mom». and every joy wa» 
mine, 
Gould faneied sorrows real pleasures wound. 
And passion thwart reflection's cool design. 

Fool that 1 was— full oft I vowed in vain. 

To rule, myJifi^ with ^tieason^s sober sway; 
Tm. hfadsU^V^: Passion snatched the slackened 

MdfihaA^iReflectidn'B miidex power.away. 

Then, when o'crwhelmed I lay with foncied woe. 
Thy present imagie cheered the darkling scene, 

Methia)|gi e'eanow thy gentle dictates flow. 
Queen of eaclv thought^ of eaph aifedtion ^jneen 
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Foir t%dd tikt'tQl that He&vBn itketf c^ld 
Tlie i^oblest sodl and meekest spirit joined ; , 

Nor Fortmke*6 dreamt nor Fate's o' Whelming 
storm 
Can change th* unaltered tenor of thy mind. 



mm 



O yet, while youth smiles in its^ earliest prime 
This ruffian soul with meekest thoughts inspire. 

Thoughts like thine owii ; e'er the rude hand of 
Time 
Light every spark, and fan the rising fire. 

While tiius cfntranced I soothed each wishful care 
With silent Meditation*s gentle power. 

Slow sunk, the Sun, while poured on Night's dull 

ear. 

These awful dictates charmed the sacred hour ^' 

. '. 
*< Say why, my son, thus pensive and alotte; 

« Does thy sad heart with fancied sorrows • 

mourn; 
** Think^st thou these chiklish sighs, this abject' 

groan, 
** Can bid the scenes of former bliss return ? 

** Know, then, that years on hasty pinions fiy^ 
** Not pleasure's pobon can their force destroy; 

** Silent we steal through life, are bom and &, 
** Catch fancied bliss, and taste unreal joy. 

r 

** But oh ! how wretched he, whose infant heart 
** No mother's tender precepts e'er refined; 

** To him no joys can love's sweet balm impart, 
'* Or soft affection sooth his tortured mind» 

h5 
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** Go then^— to Hea?eii thy pme devotkxis pay ; 

** Go tooth thy Mother's soul with filial zeal, 
** Tear from her heart each anxious care away,. 

** Feel what you are^ and dare he what you feel J 



TO MISS B- 



Then two yean old^^^Miu Bawdier,. 

SwBBT hlossom, opening to the beams^ of day I 
Dear object of affection's tender care ! 

For whom she gently smooths the painful way. 
Inspires the anxious wish, the ardent prayer I 

How pleasing in thy i'nfiuit ^mind to trace 
The dawn of reason's force, of fancy's fire. 

The soft impression of each future grace. 
And all a parent's wannest hopes desire ! 

How sweet that smile unknown to ev*ry art. 
Inspired by innocence, and peaces and joy I 

How pure the transports of thy guiltless heart,. 
Which yet no fears alarm, no cares annoy ! 

No airy phantoms of uncertain woe. 
The blessings* of the present Hour allay; 

No empty hopes a fancied good bestow. 
Then leave the soul to real grief a prey. 

Gay pleasure sparkles in thy gentle eye. 
Some new delight in ev'ry scene appears— 

Yft soft affection heaves a secret sigh, 

Ajsd aend^ an anxious look to distant years- 
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Whfle those dear smiles with tender fcfirtB 1 iiiiw{^ 
And o'er thy infant charms enraptured bieiid» ' 

Does my fond hope a real good pursue? ' * ' 
And do these arms embrace a future fHlttid? -^ 

Should Heaven to me a lengthened date assign, 
Will e'er that lore thy gentle heart engage ; 

With friendship's purest ^me to answer mine^ * ^ 
And charm the languor of declining txgi ? * "*- 

Yet not for me these ardent wishes rise. 
Beyond the limits of my fleeting years. 

For thee, dear babe, my prayers ascend the siies^ 
And pleash^ hope my anxiotte bosom cheers^;* ^ 

May iimocence still guard thy artless youth, 
Ere vice and folly's snares thy breast alarm. 

While sweetness, modesty, and spotless truth. 
Beam from thy soul» and brighten ev*ry charm \ 

May Heaven to thee its choicest gifts impart. 
Beyond what wealth bestows, or pride pyrmies^ 

With ev*ry virtue animate thy heart, * . 

And raise thy efforts to the noblest views 1 

In transport wrapt may each fond parent see - 
Thro' rising years those virtues still imprpv^ 

While ev'ry tender care now felt for thee. 
Thy heart repays with never-ceasing love. ' . J 

When pleasure smiles, and strews thy path with 
flow*r». 

And youthful fancy doubles ev'ry joy. 
May brighter hopes attend thy gayest hoiirs^ 

And point to bliu which time casine^er destroyt 
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■ • 

Aiul.wl^ the pangi of woe thy breast mutt tear,. 

Whim pleasure fiades, azul&Qcy charpiu m> more,. 
Still may thot^ hopes the g^ooppy prospect cheer, 

Umnpre4 by grie^ unchained by fbrtuneV 
power. 

May love, ^ji^m, aod frieodship, crown thy days. 
With, joys to giult unlmown, from doubt secure,. 

Whue heavenly truth, inspires the voice of praise. 
And bids that praise beyond the world endure !: 

Thro' life to Virtiie> sacred dictates true, 

! ■ : 111.'" 

Be 9yclj ^^yjoys as.ai^els.must appxqve, 
Siuc)i[.SLS mzy lead jto rapi-i^^ ever, new, : 
To endless peace and purest bliss above ! 



' STANZAS.i-.Mr». Career. 

AmuXiNT thyself with Gop^ and be at pe?(;e; 

To liis attentive eat ithy.griefs confide ;,. 
Jiis tender care each thro$b\ng pain .shall ease. 

His arm sustain thee, and His counsel guide* 

• 

No cold neglect the faithful heart repays, 
Whose stedfast aim spTi.cits. His regard ; 

Each wish for ii^ent, each attempt to please . 
He views, and His approving smiles reward^. 

Thro* ev*iy changing scene His constant Ipve 
Alike shall make its happy objeq^ W^l(> 

Shall ev'iy joy of active life, improv^, . . 
And wpth^te latent ^kjgii^ 
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ON A THUNDER STORM. 
By Bishop L0v>th, a< the m^ of; 14i 

Locked in the ahiis of balmy sieq^ 

From every carcj of day,. 
As silent a^r the foldled sheep. 

And as serene, I lay* 

Sadden tremendoua thnndeta roll, , 
. Quick lightnings Tound me glare-,. 
The solemn scene alarms the squI, 
And wakes the mind to. prs^r* 

Whate'er, O LoAu, ia this dread hour,. 

These awful sounds portend. 
Whether bole engines-^ Thy power,. 

Or groans for Natuie'si end. 

Vouchsafe, jBimidst this titoo of dre^ . 

Thy gracious arm to rear; 
save from death each friendly head^ 

And all my soul holds- deav» 

If waked by Thy vindictive hand 

This awful tempest stirs^; 
That peal tfap yoi(>^ of Thy command,. 

Those flames Thy mea^ngeis; 

Welcome the bolt wliere*ex it fall ' 

Beneath the passing sun; 
Thy sovereign will determines all,^ 

And let that w^lL bc^ dof^ 1 . 
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By all such strong explosive shakesy 

One tru^h be understood : 
Tlie glorious God the thunder makes,. 

And all He makes is good. 

But if, as Nature*s laws ordain,. 

Not destined by Thy will. 
The bolt exerts its wild domain^^ 

Self-authorised to kill ; 

Qtiick interpose, all-gracious Lordf*. ■ 

In this tremendous night. 
Arise, and be alike adored. 

For mercy said for mlgfal* 

Let it not fall where riot foul 

Pours forth the drtmken jest. 
Nor where the guilt*enirenomed soul 
^ Starts from its troubled rest. 

Succour the couch where beauty lies,. 

All trembling pale with fear ; 
Wh^re sickness lifts its languid eyes, 

Oh pour Thy comforts there. 

Awhile spare those sinful breasts 
Whose deeds the night deform. 

And strike where smiling virtue rests* 
Unconscious of the storm. 

Thus in the awful judgment day. 
Whose image shakes the soul. 

When keenest lightnings shoot their ray,. 
And loudest thunders roll, • 
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Well pleased, O Lord, each eye shall see 

Those final thunders hurled ; 
And mark with joy, for love of Thee,i 

That flash which melt» the worlds 



ON THE BATH HOSPITAL. 

Open to the suA Foor of every Part of the World* 

O ! FAUSB awhile, whoever thou art 
That drink*st this healing stream i 

If e'er compassion o*er thy heart 
Difl^used its heavenly beam ; 

Think on the wretch whose distant lot 

Thi9 friendly aid denies ; 
Think, how in some poor lonely Cot 

He unregarded lies; 

Hither the helpless stranger bring'. 

Relieve his heart-felt woe ; 
Afid let thy bounty, like this spring. 

In genial currents flow. 

So may thy years from grief, and pain^ 

And pining want, be free ; 
And thou from Heaven that mercy gaioi 

The poor receive from thee 



IMi ' elegies: 
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CHILD OF MAN.— J. BtiwiUr^ Jun. 

" Child of Man, whose seed below 
** Must ful61 their race of woe» 
** Heir of want, and doubt, and pain, 
** Does thy fainting heart comphiin ? 
** Ob ! in thought one night recall 
u The night of gnef in Herod's halU 
** .There. I bore the vengeance due, 
•* Freely bore it all for you. 

** Child of Dust, Corruption's son, 
•* By pride deceived^ by pride undone, 
♦* Willing captive, yet be free, 
•* Take my yoke, and learn of me ; 
*< I9 of heaven and earth the Lord, 
«* God with God, the eternal Word> 
" I forsook my Father's side, 
** Toird, and wept, and bled, and died* 

«< Child of Doubts does fear surprize, 

«< Vexing thought within thee rise ; 

*< Wonderii^, murmuring, dost thou gaie 

" On evil men and evil days ? 

•< Oh ! if darkness round thee lower, 

«< Darker fiir tny dyin^ hour ; 

«« Which bade that fearful cry awake, 

« My Goi>, my God, dost fhou forsake 1 

«« Child of Sin, by guilt oppressed, 
*< Heaves at last thy throbbing breast? 
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«' Hast thoit IMt'the nKMNrner^s ptnt ? 
** Fear'st thou now thy faiKng heait ^ 
•* Bear thee ou, bekwed of God, . 
" Tread the path thy SAvi6#r trod; 
" He the Temptei^s power hath known, 
** He hath poured the garden groan. 

•* Child of H^a¥«D, by m^ re^lpr'd, 
" Love thy Saviour, serve thy Lord ^ 
** Seard with {hait mysterious name, 
** Bear the cross, and soom the shaoBfe'; 
** Then, like me, thy conflict o*«f^ 
** Thou shalt ris^ 16^ sleep>no more ? 
" Partner of my purthaJT^ %hrone^ ' 
" Onelia: joif, in glory one." 



led as a Supphment to the ^iove, 19^ ti 
iatter Stanzas wer^' supposed to he lost* 

Rev* TKomas Boujdhr^ 



Child of Wnth^ and heir oCwoe^ 
Friend of Heaiven*s deadly foe. 
Does thy fainting spirit faiU 
Shuddering at Death*a gkomy vale ? 
I have stretched My ari» to save* 
Have won the victory from the grave 
Have shed a light o*er Death's daric gloem, 
Beaming from the hroken tomb^ 
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Child of weakness, dost thou fear 
Pain, or giiefy or scornful jeer ? 
On Me, thy pattern, fix thine eye. 
Sinking k)w, biff-Tisen high. 
I have borne each hateful name, 
-Endured the cross, despised the shame 
Tread the path, thy Saviour trod,— • 
Know, obey, and love thy God* 

Child of grief-— do terrors rise? 
Swell with tears thy downcast eyes ? 
Feels thy heart sin*s filing load. 
And the holy wrath of Gop ? 
I have known temptation^s power. 
Have feared — ^have felt the trying hour» 
Trembling mourner, look on Me ; 
I, who suffered, plead for thee* 

Child of God, by sorrow tried. 
Chastened, humbled, purified ; 
When thy latest hour draws near. 
Canst thou banish doubt and fear ? 
Fainting o*er the opening grave 
Canst thou trust My power to save ? 
Servant ! well thy work is done— > 
Soldier ! rest, thy battle's won* 

Child of glory— lift thine eyes ; 
View by faith the promised prize. 
Join the sainted choirs that sing 
Praise to heaven's eternal King*. 
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I, who callid thee once to share 
My yoke. My cross of death to bear,, 
Call thee now to share a throQe, 
As I My Fathei*9> thou My Own. 



ON TBB SPRING. 

The Sentiment from Ae dwine Hirheri,' 

Bp.Homei 

Sweet day» so coo], so cajQij^ so bright* 

Bridal of earth and sky. 
The dew shall weep thy fall tQ-night ; 

For thou, alas! must die- . 

Sweet rose, in air whose odbuni waye„ 

And colour charms the eye. 
Thy root is ever in its grave , 

And thou, alas ! must die. 

Sweet Spring, of d&y& and lOses- madey 

Whose charms. for beauty vie^. 
Thy days depart, thy loses fade,; 

Thou too, alas ! must die. 

Be wise then, Cbiistian, while you may,. 

For swiftly time is flying ; 
The thoughtless man,, that laughs to-day,. 

To-morrow will be dying. 



1 64 ELEGIES. 



/ 



TRIUMPH^ OF FAlttt. 
From Bible Rhymes.^'Mrs. if. Moore* 

Thy triniDphSy Faith, we need not take 
Alone from the blest iDartyr*s stake ; 
In scenes obscure, no less we see 
That Fahh is a reality ; ' 
An eyidBiee of things not seen, 
A substance firm whereon to lean* 

Goy seaticli the eottaq^^s lone room. 
The day scarce pietding'thi^d' the gloom ; 
The Christiaii on his (fying bed. 
Unknown, unletterM, hardly fed i 
No flatterii^ witnesses attend. 
To tell how glorious was his end ; 
Save in the book of life, his name 
Unheard, he never dreamt of fame ; 
No human consolation near, 
No vpiQ^il^ soothe, no friend to cheer ; 
Of every earthly st&y bereft. 
And nothing,—- but his Sa'yiour, lefu 

• 

Fast sinking to his kindred dust. 
The Word of Life is stitl his trust; 
The joy God's, promises impart 
Lies like a cordial at his heart ; 
Unshaken Faith its strength supplies. 
He loves, believes, adores, and dies I 
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FROM THE SCEPTIC— Mr«. Hemans. 

O SAY, cold sophist ! if by thee bereft 
Of that high hope, to misery what were left. 
When o*er our heads the desolating Mast . ' 
Fraught with inscrutable decrees hdth passD, 
And the stem pow'r who seeks the noblest prey 
Hath caird our fairest and our best away ? 
And thou, just lent thy gladden>M isles to bless. 
Then snatched from earth with all thy loveUness, 
With all a nation^s blessings on thy head, 
O England's flower ! wert gathered to the dead. 
But thou didst teach us. Thou to ev*ry heart 
Faith's lofty lesscm did$t tl^yself .4ppajt ! . \ . 
When ded the hope throV aU^ iky pSMI^ which 

smil'd, . 
When thy young fe^WQ*. o'e^ thy Jif^ilegs Qhild, 
Yeam*d with vain longing, — still thy patient eye. 
To its last Hght, beam*d holy constancy f 
Torn from a lot in cloudless sunshine cast,- 
Amidst those agonies, — ^thy first and last^ 
Thy pale lip quivering with convulsive throes 
Breathed not a plaint, and settled in repose; 
While bbw'd thy royal head to Hiin,. whose power 
Spoke in the fiat of that midnight hour. 
Who from the brightest vision of a throne. 
Love, glory, empire, claim'd thee for his own ! 
" It is the will of Qo;P'l"-Tyet, yet we heatf ^ 
The words which c)o9f^ thy heautifiil csftr^r ; 
Yet should: we moun^ tbef io-thy bk«st «ibod6^ 
But for that thought,—** it is Uie wiU of God." 
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THE MECHANISM OF MAN. 

*< I am fearfully and wmderfuUy mdde.*'^Psalm 

cxxxix. V. 14. 

Fond atheist ! could a giddy dance 

Of atoms blindly hurled 
Produce so regular, so fair. 

So harmonized a world ? 

Why do not Lybia's driving sands, ^ 

The sport of every storm, 
A palace here« the child of chance^ 

Or there a temple form ? 

Presumptuous wretch 1 thyself survey ; 

That lesser fabric scan ; - 
Tell me, from whence the immortal dust, 

The God, the reptile man ? 

Where wast thou, when the embryo earth 

From chaos burst its way, 
Wh^n stars exulting sang the morn, 
. And hailed the new-bom day ? 

What fingers brace the tender nerves^ 

The twisting fibres spin ? 
Who clothes in flesh the hardening bone^ 

And weaves the silken skin ? 

How came the brain and beating heart. 

Lifers more immediate throne, 
(Wliere fatal every touch) to dwell 

Immailed ia solid bone ? 
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Who taught the wandering tides of blood 

To leave the vital urn. 
Visit each limb in purple streams. 

And faithfully return ? 

How know the nerves to hear the will. 

The heavy limbs to wield ? 
The tongue ten thousand tastes discern, * 

Ten thousand accents 3rield ? 

How know the lungs to heave and pant ? 

Or how the fringed lid 
To guard the fearful eye, or brush 

The sulUed ball unbid ? 

The delicate, the winding ear 

To image every sound. 
The eye to catch the pleasing view, 

And tell the senses round ? 

Who bids the babe, new launched in life. 

The milky draught arrest. 
And with its eager fingers press 

The nectar-streaming breast ? 

« 

Who with a love too big for words 

The mother's bosom warms. 
Along tfie rugged paths of life 

To 'bear it in her arms ? 

A God 1 a God ! creation shouts, 

A God each insect crits ; 
He moulded in His palm the earth. 

And hung it in the skies. 
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** hex vs make man (0 voice diviae) 
** And stamp a God on Qlay, 

** To govern nature^s humbler births, 
•* To bear an earthly «way." 

He said : with strength and beauty clad^ 
Toung health in every vein. 

With thought enthroned upcHi his brow. 
Walked forth majestic i^an. 

Around he turns his wandering eyes. 

All nature's works surveys. 
Admires the earth, the skies, himself, 

And tunes his tongue to praise* 



TO THE ACjIED. 

Thou art growing .old, thy head is grey, 
Life, like a spectre, glides away ; 
The evening shades are gathering fast. 
Thy fleeting day will soon be past ! 

Then on the verge of life's decline. 
Be solemn recollection thine 1 
Review the hours for ever gone ; 
The hour of death come^ hast'ning on. . 

Ah ! has improvement. Conscience say» 
Kept pace with lij^'s advancing day ? 
Have all ,the hours thou hast epjoy'd 
To the best purpose been employed ? 
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^ow much has passM m airy dreams, 
In idle visionary schemes ? 
But,-though'this^me was spent amisSy 
How much was^pent much worse than tlua ? 

Has not thy breast with anger burn'dt 
And ill for ill how oft retumM? 
Nay, hast thou not misunderstood. 
And evil oft returnVl for goodi 

Hast thou been thankful to that power, 
Which. savM thy life in danger's hourf 
With blessings who has crown'd thy days ?— 
;Say, what returns of grateful praiae i 

When He chastis'd thee, hast thou, thei^ 
Submissive to His chastening been ? 
ISay, didst thou not aloud lepine 
When Heav*n has crossed some ft>nd design f 

Or, if thy speech has been restrained. 
Has not a secret murm*ring painM ? 
Has envy ne'er thy breast annoy*d. 
At good which others have enyoy^djf 

Hast thou, according to thy store. 
Been liberal alvirays to the poor ? 
And didst thou sympathetic grieve. 
O'er ills which thou could'st not relieve ? 

•Hast thou been kind to^ all ihy friends, 
Not seeking merely selfish ends ? • ' 

And hast thou (romthy early .youth 
AdherM to plain and simj^e truA i 
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Were aU thy dealings strictly just. 
And faithful always to thy trust ? 
Have those who watch*d thee never foun . 
Thy footsteps on forbidden ground ? 

Hast thou been thankful for that light. 
Which Heav'n has shed o*er nature's night ? 
Hast thou the Gospel rightly prized. 
And ne'er its sacred troths despised ? 

Say,, hast thou kept thy heart from sin ? 
Has aU been pure and right within ? 
Didst thou in secret always be 
As seeing Him who seeth thee ? 

The past reviewM with solemn care. 
Will call for penitence, and prayer '^ 

To Him alone who can forgive. 
And bid the penitent to live. 



TO REFLECTION. 

While from the busy haunts of men I rove, 
Their folly, noise, and riot leave behind. 

And wander far among the scenes I love. 
Do thou eidighten and expand my mind. 

What. worlds oh worlds unnumberM round me roll 
Their glorious prfas, imd speak their Maker's 
praise: 

How great, ouignificent, buUuihb the ^ole ! 
Then in v^ breul«4etot«09A*s allar; raise. \ 
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Bring with thee Chaxity, sweet tiove-ey'd maid i 
And Pity, weeping at another's pain ; 
Let Hope attend tby train^ with uprais'd head ; 
So shall my heai^ the heaving sigh restrain. 

Oh ! lead me oft where want and sickness lie. 
Forsaken by the proud, the rich, the gay : 

Tho' low my state, I can afifiMrd a sigh; 
Tho' poor, to misery Pve a tear to pay. 

Be it my pride within my humble sphere * 

To lend to drooping age the aiding hand ! 

To wipe from Misery's eye the gushing tear. 
Nor e'er the still small voice of Grief withstand. 

Oh, blest sensations ! balm to feeling minds 1 
To comfort and to' sooth the couch of Wbe| 

The lux'ries which the good man ever finds. 
Be they my lot, let them my heart o'erflow« 

Thus by thy aid my days shall glide away,- 
Nor riches, fame, nor honours do I crave ; 

Cheer'd by thy smile, I'll chaunt my pensive lay, 
And steal, coatei^ed, to my humble grave. 



BEAUTY SHORT-LIVED. 

The morning flowers display their 9weets, 
And gay their silken leaves unfold, . 

As careless of the noon-tide heats. 
And fearless of the evening's cold, 

i2 
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Nipt by the wind's untimely blast, 
ParchM by the sun^s directer ray. 

The momentary glories waste. 
The short-livM beauties die away. 

So blooms the human face divine, 

Wh^n youth its pride of beauty shows ; 

Fairer than spring the colours shine. 
And sweeter than the new-blown rose. 

But worn by slowly rolling years, 
•Or broke by sickness in a day. 
The foding glory disappears. 
The short-lived beauties die away. 

Yet these, new rising from ;the tomb. 
With lustre brighter far shall shine ; 

(If goodness in the life did bloom,) 
&Lfe from diseases and decline. 

Let sickness blast,, let death devour, 
So heaven but recompense our pains ; 

perish the grass, 9^d fade the flower,' 
If firm the word of Goo remains. 



CONTENTMENT.-- Beattie. 

LovEii^Y,. lasting peace of mind. 
Sweet delight of human kind ! 
Whither, O whither art thou fled. 
To lay tby meek contented head ? 
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Lovely Intmg Peace appear ! 

This world itself, if thou art here. 

Is once again with Eden hless'd. 

And man contains it in his breast. 

'Twas thus, as under shade I stood, 

I sung my wishes to the wood. 

And, lost in thought, no more perceivM 

The branches whisper as they wavM : 

It seem*d, as all the quiet place 

Confessed the presence of the Grace ; 

When thus she spoke—" Go, rule thy willy 

** Bid thy wild passions all be still, 

** Know God, and bring thy heart to kno^ 

«« The joys which from Religion flow: 

" Then ev'ry grace shall prove its guest, 

•* And ril be there to cro^cn the rest.'* 



NIGHT.— JBr*. Carter. 

While Night in solemn shade invests the polc^ 
And calm Reflexion soothes the pensive toul ; 
While Reason undisturb'd asserts her sway. 
And life's deceitful colours fade away : 
To Thee, all-conscious Presence ! I devote 
This peaceful interval of sober thought; 
Here all my better faculties confine. 
And be this hour of sacred silence Thine. 

If, by the day's illusive scenes misled. 
My erring soul firom Virtue's path has stray*d t 

i3 
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If, by example snar*d, by passion wannM, 
Some false delight my giddy sense has charmM p 
My calmer thoughts the wretched choice reprove^ 
And my best hopes are center'd in thy love. 
Depriv'd of this, can life one joy afford ? 
lits utmost boast a vain unmeaning word. 

But ah ! how oft my lawless passions rove. 

And break those awful precepts 1 approve ! 

Pursue the fatal impulse I abhor» 

And violate the virtue I adove ! 

Ofr, when Thy gracious SpiAit's guardian care 

Wam*d my fond soul to shun the tempting snare,. 

My stubborn will His gentle aid represt. 

And checked the rising goodness in my breast. 

Mad with vain hopes, or urg*d by false desires, 

Stiird His soft voice, and quench *d His sacred fires. 

With grief opprest, and prostrate in the dust, 
ShouldstThou condemn, l own the sentence just; 
But, oh ! Thy softer titles let me claim. 
And plead my cause by Mercy's gentle name : 
' Mercy, that wipes the penitential tear. 
And dissipates the horrors of despair ; 
From rigorous justice steals the vengeful hour;. 
Softens the dreadful attribute of power; 
Disarms the wrath of an offended God, 
And teals my pardon in a Sayiour's blood.. 

All-pow*rfijl Grace, exert thy gentle sway. 
And tMoh my^rebel passions to obey : 
Latt'liMtBigibny ilrith insidious art 
Bfpiin ny folatile inooiBtant heart. 
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Shall every high lesolve Deyotioo firamei,. 
Be only lifeless sounds and specious names ? 
Oh, rather, while Thy hopes and fears controul 
In this still hour each motion of my soul. 
Secure its safety hy a sudden doom. 
And be the soft retreat of sleep my tomb. - 
Calm let me slumber in that dark repose, 
'Till the last mom its orient beam disclose ; 
Then, when the great archangel's potent sound 
Shall echo thro* creation's ample round, 
Wak'd from the sleep of death, with joy survey 
The op*ning splendors of eternal day. 



ON THE DEATH OF A LADY.-Bwttie. 

• 

Still shall unthinking man substantial deem 
The forms that fleet through life's deceitful dream ^ 
On clouds, where Fancy's beam amusive plays> 
Shall heedless Hope his towering fabric raised 
'Till at Death's touch th' ideal glories fly. 
And real scenes rush dismal on the eye ? 
O ye, whose hours in jocund train advance. 
Whose i^irits to the song of gladness dance r 
O yet, while Fate delays th' impending woe. 
Be rous'd to thought, anticipate the blow;^ 
Lest, like the lightning's glance, the sudden ill< 
Flash to confound, and penetrate to kill: 
Lest, thus encompass'd with funereal gloomy 
Like me, ye bend o'er some m^mely tom1b„ 

1 4 
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Pour your wild ravings in Night's frighted ear; 
And half piORomice Heaven's sacred doom severe;', 

Wise! beauteous*! goodl*— O every grace com— 

bin'd. 
That charms the eye^that captivates the mind ! 
Fair, as the flow'ret opening on the mom. 
Whose leaves bright drops of liquid pearl adorn i 
Sweety- as -the downy- pinion'd gale, that roves. 
To gather fragrance in Arabian groves ! 
Mild,, as. the strains, that at the close of day 
Warbling remote^ along.tbe vales docayi-r— > 
Yet, why with those compared ? what tints so fine^ 
What sweetness, mildness, can be match'd with 

thine ? 
Why. roam abroad ? Since still, to Fancy's eyes^ 
I see,, I see tl^ lovely form arise.— 
Ah whither fled r«— ye dear illusions stay !— 
Le, pale and silent lies the Ibvely clay ! 
All cold the hand, that soothed Woe's weary h^ad I 
AUquench'd the 6ye, the pitying tear that shed ! 
All mate the voice, whose pleasing accents stole,. 
Infusing balm into the rankled soul !— 
Death,, why arm with cruelty thy power. 
Why spare the weed^ yet crop the Ibvely flower ! 
Why fly thy shafU in lawless error driven ! 
Is Virtue then no .more the care of Heaven?— 
But. peaee^ bold thought ! b6 still, my bursting 

heart !. 
We, not Eliza, felt the fetal dart. 
'Scaped the dark dungeon does the slave complain,,. 
Hor bless the hand* that broke the galling chain ^ 
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O bappy 9ti6ke» that bursts the bonds of cla)r> 
Darts thiotigfa the rendiBg gloom the blaze of day, 
Andwhigs the sotil with boundless flight to soar^ 
Where dangers threat, and fears alarm no morc^ 
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DEATH OF LADY COVENTRY.— Mcwon; 

The midnight clock has toird, and hark ! the bell ^ 
Of death beats slow ! heard ye the note profound? 

It pauses now ; and now, with rising knell. 
Flings to the hollow gale its sullen sound. 

Yes, Coventry is dead: attend the strainy 
Daughters of Albion ! ye that, light as aiiv 

So oltt have tript in her fantastic train. 
With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair. 

For i^e was fair beyond your brightest bloom* ' 
(This Envy owns,^ since now her bloom is fled;)' 

Fair as the forms that, wove in fancy's loopi. 
Float ifr light vision round the i>oet'i$ head* 

Whene'er with soft serenity she smil*d» 

Or caught the orient blush of quick surprise x 

How sweetly mutable, how brightly wild. 
The liquid lustre darted from her eyes I 

Each look, each motion wakM a new-Com graces 

That o'er her form its transient glory cast ; 

Some lovelier wonder soon usurpt the place, 

Chas'd by a charm still lovelier than the last*. 

l5 
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That bell again ! it tdls us what she is ; 

On what she was, no more the stvain prolong ; 
Luzimant- Fancy, pause . o n hour like this 
' Demands the tribute of a serious song* 

Maria claims it from that sable bier. 

Where cold and wan the slumb*rer rests her 
head; 
In stiU small whispers to Reflection's ear 

ISherbveathes the solemn dictates of the dead. 

O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud ; 

Proclaim the theme, by sage, by fool, rever*d ; 
Hear it, ye young, ye vain, ye great, ye proud : 

*Ti» Nature speaks^ and Nature* will be heard^ 

Tes, ye shall hear^ and tremble as ye hear. 
While higb wxtji. health your hearts exulting 
leap ; 

"EfBtit in the midst of pleasure's mad career. 
The mental monitor shall wake and weep. 

For siaty, than Coventry V propitious ^tar^ v 
What brighter planet on your birth arose. 

Or gave of fortune'* gifts an ampler share. 
In life to>laviish^ or by death to- lose ? 

Early to lose» wfail^ Boiae on busy wing 
Ye sip the nectar of each varying bloom ; 

Nor fear, while basking in the beams of spring, 
' the wintry storm that sweeps you to the tomb. 
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Think of &i^ &te ( revere the heavenly hand 
That led 1^ h^K^ej thot^b iK>on^ by stepi so 
slow : 

Long at her couch Death took bis patient staiid. 
And meoac'd o% and oft withheld the blow»^ 

To give reflection time, with lenient art. 
Each fond delusion from her sou} t'ezpel ; 

Teach her from folly peaceably to part. 
And wean her from a world she lov*d so well. 

Say, are ye sure His m^rcy shall extend 
To you so long a span ? Alas i ye sigh : 

Make, then, while yet ye may, your God your 
friend. 
And learn with equal ease to sleep or die. 

Nor think the Muse, whose sober voice ye fiear> 
Contracts with bigot frown her sullen brow; 

Casts round Religion's orb the mista of fear,- 
Or shades with horrors, what would smiles 
allow. 

No : she would warm you with seraphic fire. 
Heirs as ye are of Heaven's eternal day ; 

Would bid you boldly to that heaven aspire^ 
Not sink and slumber in your cells of clay» 

Know ye were formM to range yon azure fieldi 
In yon ethereal founts of hhsa to lave ; 

Force then, secure in Faith's protectix^ shield. 
The sting fromdeath^the victory from the grave. 



^.^ 
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ii this' the bigot's rant? Away, ye tain,. 
'Year hopes^ your fean, in doubt, in diilness? 

steep; 
Go, sooth your souls in sickness, grief, or pain^ 
With the sad solace of etemid sleep ! 

Yet will 1 praise you, triflers as ye are. 

More than those preachers of your fav'irite creed,. 

Who proudly swell tha brazen thrOat of war ; 
Who form the phalanx, bid the battle bleed': 

Nor wish f6r more : who conquer but to die. 

Hear,' Folly, hear ; and triumph in the tale : 
Eike-you, they reason; not, like you, enjoy 

The breeze of bliss, that fills your silken sail. 

On Pleasure's glitt'ring stream you gaily steer 
Tour little course to cold Oblivion's shore- r 
They dare- the storm, and, througlt th- inclement 
year. 
Stem the rough surge, and brave the torrent's 
roar. 

Is it for glory ? That just fate denies. 

Long must the warrior moulder in his shroud. 
Ere from her trump the heaven-breath'd accents 
rise. 

That lift the hero.from thefghting crowd.. 

Is it his grasp of empire to extend ; 

To curb hostitities, or baffle views ? 
Ambition, cease; the idle contest end ; 

'Tis but a kingdom thou canst win or lose 
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And wliy must muTder'd in3nrnds lose their M, 
(If life be all) why Desolation Icmr,. 

With fiunishM frown, on this affrighted ball. 
That thoa may*st flame the meteor of an houT^ 

G09 wiser ye, that flutter life away. 

Crown with the mantling juice the goblet high^ 
Weave the light diamee with festive freedom gay» 

And live your moment,, since the next ye die. 

Yet know, vain sceptics, know th' Almighty mind^ 
Who breath*d on man a portion of His fire. 

Bid his free soul, by earth nor time coniin*d. 
To heav*n, to immortality, aspire. 

Nor shall the pile of hope. His mercy rear'd,. 

By vain philosophy be e'er destroyed ; 
Eternity by all, or wish'd or fear'd. 

Shall be by all or suffer'd or enjpy'dv 
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CELESTIAL HOVE.— Miss Bawdier. 

Friend to the wretch whose bosom knows no joy ! 
Parent of bliss beyond the reach of fate ! 
Celestial Hope, thou gift divine ! 
Sweet balm of grief, O still be mine I. 
When pains torment, and cares annoys 
Thou only canst their force abate. 
And gild the gloom which shades this mortal state. 
Tho* oft thy joys are false and vain, 
Tho' anxious doubts attend thy train, 
Tho* disappointment mocks thy care. 
And points the v^y to fell despair ; 
Yet still my secret soul shall own thy pow'r. 
In Sorrow's bitterest pang^ in Pleasure's gayes* 
hour. 
For from the date of Reason's birth 

That wond'rotts pow'r was given. 
To soften every grief on earth. 
To raise the soul frorar thoughtless mirth,. 

And wing its flight to heaven: 
Not Pain nor Pleasure can its force destroy,— 
In every varied scene it points to-fotiire joy. 
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II. 
Fancy, wave thy «ky pinioajp, 

fiid the soft ideas rfte. 
Spread o*er all thy wide dominions' 
Vernal sweets and cloudless skies.. 
And lo ! on yonder verdant plain 
A lovely youthful train appear. 
Their gentle hearts have felt no pain, 
Their guiltless Bosomis know no fear: 
In each gay scene some new delight. they find^ 
Yet fancy gayer prospects still hehind. 
Where are die soft delusions fled ? 
Must wisdom teach the ^oul to mourn ? 
Return, ye days of ignorance, return ! 
Before my eyes your fairy visions spread ! 
Alas ! those visions charm no more. 
The pleasing dream of youth is o'eH 
Far other thoughts must now the soul employ,. 
It glows* with otlier hope9, it pants for other joy. 

nr. 

The trumpet sounds to war ; 
Loud shouts re-echo from the mountain's side. 
The din of hattle thunders from afar. 
The foaming torrent rolls a crimson tide ; 
The youthful warrior's hreast with ardour glows. 
In thought he |riunphs o*er ten thousand foes^; 
Elate with Hope he rushes on. 
The battle seems'alveady won. 
The vanq)iish*d hosts before him fly. 
His heart exults in fancied victory. 
Nor heeds the flying shstft, nor thinks of danger 
nigh. 
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Methinks I see him now—' 
'. Fallen his cresi— his glory gone-r 
Jhe opening, laurel faded on his brow- 
Silent the trump of his aspiring fame— - 

No future age shall hear his name> 
But Darkness spread around her sable gloom,. 
And deep oblivion rest upon his tomb* 

Thro' seas unknown, to distant lands^ 
Jaa. quest of gmn the bold, adventurer goes». 
Fearlete roves o*er AfrieVsands^ 
India's heats, or Zembla^s snow& : 
Each rising day his dang'rous toil renews. 
But toils and dangers check his course in vain.;; 
Cheer'd by Hops, he still pursues 
Fancy'd good thro' real pain ; 
Still in thought enjoys thf prize* 
And future happy da3rs in long succession, rise ; 

Yet all his bliss a moment may destroy,-— 
Frail are his brightest hopes,, uncertain all his joy*. 

V. 

Hark ! the sprightly voice of Pleasure 

. Calls to yonder losy bower ;. 
There she scatters all her treasure* 
There exerts her magic power,. 
Listen to the pleasing call* 
Follow, mortals, follow all*. 
Lead the danee, and spread* the feast. 
Crown with roses every guest : 
Now the sprightly minstrels sound. 
Pleasure's voice is heard around. 
And Pleasure's sprightly voice the hills and dales 
resounds 
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Whence rose that secret sigh ? 

What sudden gloom overclouds thy cheerful brow f 

Say, dbes not every pleasure wait thee noW, 

That e*er could charm the ear, or court the eye ? 

In vain does Nature lavish all her store. 

The conscious spirit still aspires. 

Still pursues some new desires. 

And, every vrish obtainid, it sighs and pants for 

more. 

VI. 

Are these, O Hops, the glories of thy reign. 

The airy dreams of Fancy and of Youth ? 
Must all thy boasted pleasures lead to pain ? 
Tby joys all vanish at the light of truth } 
Must wretched man, led by a meteor fire. 
To distant blessings still aspire ? 
Still with ardour strive to gain 
Joys he oft pursues! in vain, 
Joys which quickly must expire ? 
And when at length the fatal hour is come. 
And death prepares th* irrevocable doom. 
Mourn all his darling hopes at once destroy*d. 
And sigh to leave that bliss he ne'er enjoyM ? 

VII. 

Rise, heavenly visions, rise ! 
And every vain delusive fear control ! 
Let real glory charm my wond'ring eyes. 

And real happinesi^ enchant my soul !— * 
Hail, glorious dawn of everlasting day ! 

Tho' faintly seen at distance here. 

Thy beams the sinking heart can cheer> 
And light the weary pilgrim on his way : 
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For not in Tain did Heaven inspire 

That active spark of sacred fire. 

Which still with restless ardour glows ; 

In pain» m pleasure, still the same. 

It seeks that heav'n from whence it came^ 

And scomaaU meaner joys, all transient woes* 

The soul for perfect hliss dcsignM 

iStrives in vain that bliss to find, 

*Till wing'd by Hope at length it flies 

Beyond the narrow bounds of earth, and air, and 

skies. 

VHL 

Still unmov'd, let Hops remain 
FixM on true substantial joy ; 
Dangers then shall threat in vain. 
Pains torment, or cares annoy : 
Then shall ev*ry guiltless pleasure 

Smilewtth clianns unknown before, 
Hope, secure in real treasure. 

Mourn her blasted joys no more : 
Then, thro* each revolving Jrear, 
Tho* earthly glories fade away^ 
Tho' youth, and strength, and Hfe itself decay i 
Yet still more bright the prospect shall appear. 
Happier still the latest day. 
Brightest fiir the parting ray, 
O^er life's last scene celestial beams shall shine, 
'Till death at length shall burst the chain^ 
While scmgs of triumph sound on high; 
Then shall Hope her power resign^ 
Lost in endless ecstacy. 
And never fading joy, in Heaven's full glories reign*. 
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THE FALL OF BABYLON, 

A prophetic Ode, taken from the lAth Chapter of 
Isaiah*'-^. Sargent, Esq. 

Tivligyopfiy yap tf« VwWiaicii croi^a 

JEsch. Prom. Vinct. v. 1301 ► 

Thus art thou fallen, mighty lord ! 

Thus shall thy curs'd dominion cease ! 
No more thy desolating sword 

Shall scare the tremhling world to peace^ 
Thus art thou fallen ! Jehovah's ire. 
With famine and devouring fire, 

Lays the proud city low ; 
I Reft of her pride and golden state. 

Behold she feels the captive's hitter fate. 
The victor's haughty taunt, and sad reverse of woe*. 

L2. 

Heard ye what sounds of frantic mirth: 
Have >urst from all the nations forth h 
No more shall the^ oppressor's hand 
With mutd'rous wrath exiiaust the land ;. 
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1^0 more his iron scourge we dread. 

Or &ar the malice of the dead. 

The stately cedars to the sky 

Lift their proud heads, and sing with joy i 

** Since thou art gone what fears inspire 

*' The wasteful steel or bickering fire ?" 

The towering pines with exultation bow. 

And wave their jgiant-arms o*er the green i^ales 

l)elow. 

1.3. 

Througli tlie frighted gulf profound, 
A voice of loud lament is flown ; 
The mighty dead. 
In tumult dread. 
Heroes and warriors throng around, 
And sceptered monarchs leave their ghostly 
thrones : 

I see their beckoning forms ; I hear . 
The dolorous sounds that thrill the air. 
Art thou then fallen ! is thy disdainful pride. 
Like oiix*9, confounded in eternal shame ? 
W.here are the bannered hosts that guard thy side. 
The pomp of triumph, and the shouts of fame ? 
Thy glowing eye balls, 'veiled with murky clouds* 
Substantial night and black oblivion shrouds. 

II. 1. 

Refulgent star ! thy beams are shorn. 
Thy orb is quenched in endless night ; 

No more the scattered nations mourn. 
Scorched with thy sanguinary light. 

With taunting scorn thy heart hath spoke, 

** Who AaU reiiist my sovereign yoike. 
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<* My fierce resentment meet ? 
'< Above the h^yens Til plant my throne, 
" The Mighty One Himself my power shall own, 
** While all the prostrate kingdoms crouch beneath 
my feet." 

II. 2. 
On the rank beach or dreary waste. 
Thy cold accurs'd remains are cast ; 
Haply, thy roould'fing corse is found. 
Disguised with many a gaping wound. 
With ciirious awe, at length they trace 
The mangled horrors of thy face. 
Is this the haughty Lord who hurVd 
Destruction o^er the prostrate world ? 
Who drenched his spear in royal blood. 
And made the earth a solitude ? 
Who scattered o^er the nations, with his breath. 
Terror, and huge despair, and agonizing death ? 

II. 3. 

The kings and rulers of the land. 

Each sleep within their peaceful cells ; 
To guard their dust. 
Some storied bust 
Or animated column stands ; 
But thou, unhonoured, tread'st the path of Hell, 
No fretted urn, with sculpture deck'd. 
No tomb thy mould'ring bones protect. 
In some sequestered nook or desert shore. 

Naked and pale, thy lifeless trunk is cast; 
The famished adder sucks the gnsly gore. 
And reptiles riot on the ibul ref^ist. 
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Such is thy dooniy such scorn and hateful shamt 
Await a ruthless tyrant's perishable name. 

IILl. 

Arise, avenge his impious guilt ; 

By the victor's thirsty hand. 
Let his children's blood be spilt. 

And civil discord shake the land. 
To distant regions let them roam. 
Far from their gods and native home. 

But meet no fond relief: 
In vain they fly, their foes pursue ; 
Fresh toils arise and dangers ever new. 
With hopeless misery crowned and slow consum* 
ing grief. 

III. 2. 
Cease, nor thy haughty trophies boast.— 
Thy power is gone, thy splendour lost. # 
No more thy crowded streets among 
The humming multitudes shall throng ; 
No more thy festive sons rejoice 
With tabret and melodious voice ; 
Around thee desolation throws 
A melancholy dread repose: 
Save from the dome and pillared fanes 
The solitary owl- complains ; 
Or obscene Satyrs 'midst the ruins cry, 
And wake the live-long night with hideous sym* 
phony. 

III. 3. 

Swoln with the shows and drenching rain^ 
The streams which thro' the champain take 
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Their mazy course. 
With rapid force 
Shall deluge all the fertile plain ; 

Around thy antique towers the fetid lake 
Shall spread its stagnate steams, and hide 
Each vestige of tliy former pride. 
Thus hath tlie Lord irrevocahly sworn 

Who quells the guilty proud in evil houx. 
And leaves to future multitudes unhom 

The dread example of his wrathful power. 
Tyrants abash^, in desperation groan, 
And learn from others' crimes to tremble for their 
jown. 



THE CURE OP SAUL.— Dr. Broum. 

m 
**« Vengeance, arise from thy infernal bed, 

** And pour thy tempest on his guilty head !'* 

Thus Heaven's decree, in thunder's sound, 

•Shook the dark abyss profound.- ■ ■ ■ 

The unchained Furies come ! 

Pale Melancholy stalks from Hell : 

Th' abortive offspring of her womb. 

Despair and Anguish, round her yell. 

By sleepless .terror Saul possessed. 

Deep feels the fiend within his tortured breast 

Midnight spectres round him howl : 

Before his eyes, 

In troops they rise ; 

Jknd seas of horror overwhelm his soul. 
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Haste ; to Jesse's son repair : 

He best can sweep the lyre. 
Wake the solemn sounding air. 

And lead the vocal choir : 
On ev'ry string soft-breathing raptures dwell. 

To sooth the throbbings of the troubled breast; 
Whose magic voice can bid the tides of passion 
swell. 

Or lull the raging storm to rest. 

Sunk on his couch, and loathing day. 

The heav'n-forsaken monarch lay : 

To the sad couch the shepherd now drew near ; 

And, while th' obedient choir stood round, 

Prepared to catch the soul- commanding sound. 

He drop'd a gen'rous tear. — 

Thy pitying aid, O God, impart ! 

For lo, thy arrows drink his heart ! 

The mighty song from chaos rose.— 

Af ound his throne the formless atoms sleep. 

And drowsy darkness broods upon the deep : — 

*' Let there be light !"-^Th' Almighty said : 

And lo, the radiant sun. 

Flaming from his orient bed. 

His endless course begun. 

Thy glories, too, refulgent inoon, he sung ; 

Thy mystic mazes, and thy changeful ray : 

O, fairest of the starry throng I 

Thy solemn orb of light 

Guides the triumphant car of Night 

O'er silver clouds, and sheds a softer day ! 
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Lead the soothing verse along : 

He feelsy he feels the pow*r of song.— 

Ocean hastens to his hed ; 

The lab'ring mountain rears his roek-encumber'd 
head : 

Down his steep and shaggy side 

The torrent rolls his foaming tide ; 

Then, smooth and clear, along the fertile plain 

Winds his majestic waters to the main. 

Flocks and herds the hills adorn ; 

The lark, high-soaring, hails the mom. 

And while along yon crimson-clouded steep 

The slow sun steals into the golden deep. 

Hark ! the solemn nightingale 

Warbles to the woodland dale. 

See, descending angels show'r 

Heav'n's own bliss on Eden's bow'r ; 

Peace on Nature's lap reposes ; 

Pleasure strews her guiltless roses ; 
Joys divine in circles move, 
Link'd with innocence and love. 

Hail, happy love, .with innocence combin'd ! 
All hail, ye sinless parents of mankind ! 

They paus'd : — the monarch, prostrate on his bed. 
Submissive bow'd his head ; 
Ador'd the works of boundless pow'r divine, 
Then, anguish-struck, he cried (and ^raote his 

breast) 
Why, why is peace the welcome guest 
Of ev'ry heart but mine ! , 
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Now let the Bolemn numbers flow, 

*Ttll he feel that guilt is woe. 

Heav*nly harp» in mournful strain, 

0*ev yon weepti^ bow*r complain : 

What sounds of bitter pangs 1 hear I . 

What lamentations wound mine ear! 

In vain, devoted pair, these tears ye shed : 

Peace with innocence is fled. 

The messengers of Grace depart : 

Death glares, ^d shakes the dreadflil datt t^ 

Ah, whither fly ye, by yourselves abhort'd. 

To shun that frowning cherub's fiery swoird ?-^ 

Lp! 

Hapless hapless pair. 

Goaded by despair. 

Forlorn, thro' desert climes they go ! 

Wake my lyre ! can pity sleep. 

When Heav'n is mov'd and angels weep ! 

Flow ye melting numbers, flow ; 

'Till he feel, that guilt is woe. — 

What sounds of terror and distress 

Rend yon howling wilderness ! 

The dreadful thunders sound ; 

The forked lightnings flash ^long the gibond. 

Why yawns that deepening gulph bfelftlr?— 

'Tis for Heav'n' s rebellious foe :— - 

Fly, ye sons of Israel, fly. 

Who dwells in Korah*s guilty tents must die t— - 

They sink ! — Have mercy. Lord ! — Their cries 

In dreadful tumult rise ! 

Hark, from the deep their loud laments 1 hear ! 

They lessen now, and lessen oh the ear ! 

k2 
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Now, destruction's strife is o'er ! 

The countless host 

For ever lost ! 

The gulph is closed, their cries are heard no more ! 

Thus, while the frowning shepherd pour'd along 

The deep impetuous torrent of his song, 

Saul, stung by dire despair. 

Gnash' d his teeth, and tore his hair : 

Frqp his blood, by horror chill' d, 

A cold and agonizing sweat distill' d : 

Then, foaming with unutterable smart. 

He aim'd a dagger at his heart. 

His watchful train prevent the blow. 

And call each lenient balm, to soothe his frantic 
woe. 

Cease your cares ; the body's pain 

A sweet relief may find ; 

But gums and lenient balms are vain 

To heal the wounded mind. 

Come, fair Repentance, from the skies, 

O sainted maid, with upcast eyes ! 

Holy guide, descend, and bring 

Mercy from th' eternal King ! 

To his soul your beams impart. 

And whisper comfort to his heart ! 

Behold, obedient to their great command, 
Tbt Ufted dagger quits his trembling hand : 
Hif xhi^jigns of grace appear ; 
IHi'thS'Mt.relentihg tear 

fcUng at sweet Mercy's call ! 
'^^'ioigeis, en it fall. 
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And let the heart-sent ofieiing rise, 
Heav'n's best accepted sacrifice !— 

Happy king, thy woes are o'er ! 
Thy God shall wound thy soul no more : 
The pitying Father of mankind 
Meets the pure-returning mind. 

Softly, softly breathe your numbers. 
And wrap his weaned soul in slumbers ! 
Gentle sleep becalm his breast. 
And close his eyes in heahng rest ! 

• 
Descend, celestial visions, ye who wait 
God's ministring pow'rs, at heav'n's eternal gate ! 
Descend !— Oh, waft him to the skies. 
And open all heav'n's glories to his eyes ! 

What pow'r can every passion's throe control ? 
What pow'r can boast the charm divine. 
To still the tempest of the soul ? — 
Celestial Harmony, that pow'r is thine ! 

At Wisdom's call she robed yon glittering skies, 
Attun'd the spheres, and taught consenting orbs to 

rise. 
Angels wrapt in wonder stood, 
And saw that all was fair, and all was good. 

'Twas then, ye sons of God, in bright array 
Ye shouted o'er creation's day ; 

k3 
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Then kindling ioto yyf^ 

The morning stars leather a^nag ;. 

And thro' the vast etherial sky 

Seraphic hymns and k>od hoeannahs rung;- 



AN IRREGULAR ODE. 

To B» €• who had recommended the Stoic PhiTo- 
9ophy as froducthie of Fortitude.^'-^Miss Mulso^ 

CoMX, Epietetus ! arm my breast 

With thy unpenetrable steel. 

No m^pe the waunds of grief to feeU 

Nor mourn by others woes deprest. 

Oh» teach my trembling heart 

To scorn Affliction's dart; 

X^aiok me to mock the ^rant Pain I: 

For see around me stand 

A dreadful murderous hand ; . 

I fly their cruel power in vain : 

Here lurks Distemper's horrid train, 

And these the Passiomi lift their flaming brands ;: 

Tho9e'*wiAh fell rage my helpless body tear. 

While these, with daring hands. 

Against the immovtal soul tbeir impious weapons 



Wtiie<«e'«r I tum, fresh evils meet my eyes ; 
Sin^ Sorrow, and Disgrace 
Porsne the human race ! 

on. the bed of sickness Virtue lies ! 



<>• 
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See Friendship bleeding by the sword 

Of base Ingratitude ; 

See balefiil Jealousy intrude^ 
And poison all the bliss that lore had stof M ! 
Oh ! seal my ears against the piteous cry 
Of Innocence distrest ! 
Nor let me shrink when Fancy's eye 
Beholds the guilty wretch's breast 
Beneath the torturing pincers heave ; 
Nor for the numeroin wants of misery gneve^ 
Which air disposing Heaven denies me to relieve ! 

No longer let my fleeting joys depoid 

On social, or domestic ties ! 

Superior let my spirit rise. 
Nor in the gentle counsels of a Friend, 
Nor in the smiles oi love, expect delight ; 
But teach me in mysdf to find 
Whatever csoi please. or fill my mind. 
Let inward beauty charm the mental sights 
Let Godlike reason, beaming bright. 
Chase far away each gloomy shade, 
'Till Virtue's heavenly form display'd 
Alone shall captivate my soul. 
And her divinest love possess me whole ! 

But, ah ! what means this impious pride 
Which heavenly hosts deride ! 
Within myself does virtue dwell ? 
Is all serene and beauteous there ? 
What mean these chilling damps of fear ?^* 
Tell me Philosophy / Thou boaster 1 tell : 

k4 
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This Godlike all-sufificient mind, 
Wfaicb» in its own perfection blest^ 
Defies the woes or malice of mankind 
To shake its self-possessing rest. 
Is it not fouU weak, ignorant, and blind ? 
Oh man ! from conscious virtue's praise 
FalPn, fairn \ — what refuge canst thou find I 
What pitying hand again will raise 
From native earth thy grovelling frame I 
Ah. I who will cleanse thy heart from spot of sinful 
blame I 

But see ! what sudden glories from the sky 
To my benighted soul appear. 
And all the gloomy prospect cheer } 

What awful form approaches nigh ? 

Awful, yet mild as is the southern wind 
That gently bids the forest nod. 

Hark ! thunder breaks the air, and angels speak ! 

" Behold the Saviour of the world I Behold the 
Lamb of God T* 

Ye sons of pride, behold his aspect meek ! 

The tear of pity on his cheek ! 

See in his train appear 

Humility^ wid Patience sweet, 

Repentance^ prostrate at his sacred feet. 

Bedews with tears, and wipes them with her flow- 
ing hair ! 

What scenes now meet my wondering eyes ! 

What hallowed grave. 

By mourning maids attended round. 

Attracts the Saviour's steps ? What heartfelt wound 
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His spotless bosom heaves^ with tender sighs ? 
Why weeps the Son belov'd, omnipoteDt to save ? 
But, loy He waves his awful hand, — 
The sleeping clay obeys His dread command : 
Oh Lazarus ! Vome forth /— " Come forth and see 
" The dear effects of wondr'ous love ! 
*' He, at whose word the seas and rocks removes 
" Thy Friend, thy Lord, thy Mak£R, weeps for 
thee!" 

Thy walls, Jerusalem^ have seen thy King, 
In meekness clad, lament thy hapless fate ; 
UnquenchM His love, tho* paid with ruthless hate. 
^ O, lost relentless Sion ! Didst thou know 
Who thus vouchsafes thy court to tread. 
With loud Hosannahs wouldst thou sing ! 
How eager crown His honourM head. 
Nor see unmovM His kind paternal woe ! 
Nor force His tears. His precious blood for thee 
to flow. 

No more repine^ my coward soul, < 
The sorrows of mankind to share» 
Which He, who could the world control. 
Did not disdain to bear ! 
Check not the flow of sweet fraternal love. 
By heaven's high King in bounty given. 
Thy stubborn heart to soften and improve. 
Thy earth- clad spirit to refine, 
And gradual raise to love divine. 
And wing its soaring flight to Heaven* 
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Not thou, Elizat who, from early youth * 

By Qenins led, by Virtue train'd. 

Hast pought the fountain of eternal truth. 

And each feir spring of knowledge drainM ; 

Nor thou, with fond chimeras vain, 

Witjk Stoic pride and fancied scorn 

Of human feelings, human pain. 

My feeble soul sustain ! 

Far nobler precepts should thy page adorn. 

O,. rather guide me to the sacred source 

Of real wisdom, real force, 

Tby Ufe^f unerring rule I 

To thee, fair Truth her radiant form uiishrouds. 

Though, wrappM in thick unpenetrable clouds,. 

She mock*d the labours of the Grecian school. 



TO HUMANITY.— Dr. Langhome^ 

Parent of Virtue, if thine ear 

Attend not now to Sorrow^s cry ; 
If now the pity-streaming tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry, 
Indulge my votive strain^ O sweet Humanity I 

Come, ever welcome to my breast I 
A tender, but a cheeiful guest ; 
Nor always iurthe gloomy cell 
Of life-consuming Sorrow dwell ; 
For Sonow, long indulged and slow» 
k to Humanity a fotf^ ? 
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And Grief, that makes the heart its prey, 
Weaft Sensibility away : 
Then comes, sweet nymph, instead of thee. 
The gloomy fiend, Stupidity. 

O may that fiend be banished far. 
Though passions hold eternal war ! 
Nor ever let me cease to know 
The pulse that throbs at joy or woe ; 
Nor let my vacant cheek be dry 
When sorrow fills a brother's eye ; 
Nor may the tear that frequent flows 
From private or from social woes. 
E'er make this pleasing sense depart \ 
Ye cares, O harden not my heart ! 

If the fair star of fortune smile. 
Let not its flattering power beguile. 
Nor, home along the fav'ring tide. 
My full sails swell with floating pride. 
Let me from wealth but hope content. 
Remembering still it was but lent ; 
To modest merit spread my store. 
Unbar my hospitable door ; 
Nor feed with pomp an idle train. 
While Want unpitied pines in vain. 

If Heaven, in every purpose wise. 
The envied lot of wealth denies: 
If doom'd to drag life's painful load 
Through Poverty's uneven road. 
And for the due bread of the day, 
Destin'd to toil as well as pray ; 
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To thee» Humanityy still tnie^ 
ril wish the good I cannot do. 
And give the wretch that passes hy, 
A soothing word — a tear — a sigh* 

However exalted or deprest. 

Be ever mine the feeling breast ; 

From me remove the stagnant mind 

Of languid indolence, reclinM ; 

The soul that one long sabbath keeps, 

And through the sun*s whole circle sleeps ; 

Dull peace, that dwells in folly*s eye. 

And aelf-attendiug vanity : 

Alike the foolish and the vain 

Are strangers to the sense humane. 

O, for that sympathetic glow 

Which taught the holy tear to flow. 

When the prophetic eye surveyed 

Sion in future ashes laid ! 

Or, raised to Heaven, implor'd the bread. 

That thousands in the desert fed ! 

Or, when the heart o'er friendship's grave 

Sigh'd and forgot its pow'r to save ; 

for that sympathetic glow. 
Which taught the holy tear to flow I 

It comes ; it fills my labouring breast ; 

1 feel my beating heart opprest. 
Oh ! hear that lonely widow's wail ! 
See her dim eye ! her aspect pale ! 
To heaven she turns in deep despair ; 
Her infants wonder at her prayer^ 
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Andy mingling tears they know not why. 
Lift up their -little hands and cry. 
OGoD ! their moving sorrows see I 
Support them, sweet Humanity ! 

Life, fill*d with griePs distressful train. 
For ever asks the tear humane. 
Behold in yon unconscious grove. 
The victims of ill-fated love ; 
Heard you that agonizing throe ? 
Sure this is not romantic woe ! 
The golden day of joy is o'er. 
And now they part to meet no more. 
Assist them, hearts from anguish free 1 
Assist them, sweet Humanity I 

Parent of Virtue, if thine ear 

Attend not now to Sorrow's cry ; 
If now the pity-streamii>g tear 
Should haply on thy cheek he dry. 
Indulge my votive strain, O sweet Humanity. 



ON THE PLEASURE ARISING FROM 
VICISSITUDE.— Gray. 

Now the golden Mom aloft 
Waves her dew-bespangled wing. 
With vermil cheek and whisper soft. 
She wooes the tardy spring ; 
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'Till April starts, and calls around 
The sleeping fragrance from the ground. 
And lightly o'er the living scene 
Scatters his freshest tenderest greens 

New-bom flocks, in rustic dance, 
Frisking ply their feeble feet ; 
Forgetful of their wintry trance^ 
The birds his presence greet ; 
But chief, the sky-lark warbles high 
His trembling thrilling ecstacy ; 
And, lessening from the dazzled sights 
Melts into air and liquid light. 

Yesterday, the sullen year 
Saw the snowy whirlwind fly ; 
Mute was the music of the air. 
The herd stood drooping by ; 
Their raptures now that wildly flow^ 
No yesterday nor morrow know ; 
*Tis man alone that joy descries 
With forward and reverted eyes* 

Smiles on past Misfortune's brow 
Soft Reflection's hand can trace, 
And o'er the cheek of Sorrow throw 
A melancholy grace ; 
While Hope prolongs our happier hour 
Or deepest shades, that dimly lower 
And blacken roUnd our weary way. 
Gilds with a gleam of distant day. 
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Still, where rosy Pleasure leacb^^ 
See a kindred Grief pursue ; 
Behind the steps that Misery treads» 
Approaching Comfort view : 
The hues of hliss more hrightly glow» 
ChastisM hy sahler tints of woe. 
And blended form, with artful strife. 
The strength and harmony of life. 

• 

See the wretch, that long has tost 
On the thorny bed of pain. 
At length repair his vigour lost. 
And breathe and walk again : 
The meanest floweret of the vale. 
The simplest note that swells the galey 
The common sun, the air, the skies. 
To him are opening Paradise. 



Mr. GRAY'S ODE AT THE GRANIffi CHAR- 
TREUSE.— Trarw/aeed hy Mis9 B(ya>dler. 

Oh Thou ! whose awful Spirit o'er the gloom 
Of these deep shades presides, with rites severe 
In trembling silence here ador*d — (For sure 
Amidst the pathless woods, the mountains wiM, 
And hollow cliffs re-echoing to the sound 
Of rushing torrents foaming o'er the rockjf, 
The conscious spirit feels thy awful presence , 
More deep impress'd than in the stately d^mne 
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By Phidian art adorned) — Oh, hear my pray'r; 
Receive a weary youth with grief oppressed. 
And soothe his anxious bosom to repose ! — 
But if compeird to leave these peaceful shades. 
This hallowM silence, and again to steer 
My feeble bark on life's tempestuous tide. 
Oh give at last some haven of repose. 
Far from the timiults of the world, where peace 
May bless the evening of my days, and age 
May gently sink to rest.* 



AN ODE. 

How swiftly glide the fleeting years I 
Nor virtue, piety, nor tears. 

Their rapid course can stay ; 
Time blasts, alas ! the fairest face ; 
Death hastens on with steady pace. 

To summon us away. 

He mocks the feeble pow'rs of man, 
Nor all the richest treasures can 

Protract the final doom : 
The rich, the poor, the great, the small. 
Must yield obedience to his call. 

And fill alike the tomb. 

What though we shun the stormy sea ! 
What though, where thund'ring cannons play,. 

From Death the coward flies ? 
Death close pursues, a ruthless foe, 
Asdj where he least expects the blow> 

Ia bed the dastard dies. 
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Then must we leave thpse darling joys. 
Our tender wife, our pratling boys. 

Which form'd our bliss before ! 
All must, at last, from earth retreat ; 
Our stately house, our peaceful seat. 

Shall know us then no more. 

The waving wood, the shady grove. 
With all the scenes of social love. 

We must for ever leave ; 
And while we moulder into earth. 
Our sprightlier heirs, with wanton mirtb^ 

Shall riot o'er our grave. 



EPITAPHS, 



ON THE COUNTESS DOWAGER OF 
PEMBROKE.— JBen Jonstm. 

* 

Undeiu^eath this sable hearse 
Lies the subject of all verse* 
Sy^ey's sister, Pembroke's motherl 
Death, ere thou hast slain another. 
Fair, and wise, and good as she. 
Time shall throw his dart at thee. 



ON MR. CRAGGS.— P(^. 

Statesman, yet friend to truth! of soul sincere. 

In action faithful, and in honour clear ! 

Who broke no promise, serv*d no private end; 

Who gain'd no title, and who lost no friend ! 

Ennobled by himself, by all appro v*d, 

Prais'd, wept, and honour*d by the Muse he lov'd. 
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ON MRS. WiSm.-^JUv. Wvu Mason. ' 

Take, sacred earth, all that my soul holds dear. 

Take that hest gift which Heaven so lately gave I 
To Bristol* s fount I bore with trembling care 

Her faded form ; she bowM to taste the wave» 
And died !— Does youth, does beauty read the line? 

Does sympathetic fear their breast alarm ? 
Speak, dead Maria, breathe a strain divine ; 

E'en from the tomb thou shalt have pow'r ta 
charm. 

Bid them be chaste, be innocent like thee. 

Bid them in duty's path as meekly move ; 
And if so fair, from vanity as free. 

As firm in friendship, and as fond in love,> 
Tell them, tho' 'tis an awful thing to die, 

'Twas e'en to thee ;— yet the dread path once 
trod« 
Heav'n lifts its everlasting portals high. 

And bids the pure in heart behold their Goo* 
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ON JOHN DUKE OF BRIDGEWATER. 

Who died in the 2lH year of his Age^ 1747-8.— 

Dr, Cotton^ 

Intbnt to hear, and bounteous to bestow, 
A mind that melted at another's woe ; 
Studious to act the self-approving part. 
That midnight-music of the honest heart ! 
Those silent joys th* illustrious youth possess*d. 
Those cloudless sunshines of the spotless breast I 
From pride of peerage, and from folly free. 
Life's early mom, fair Virtue ! gave to thee ; 
Forbad the tear to steal from Sorrow's eye, 
Bade anxious Poverty forget to sigh ; 
Like Titus, knew the value of a day. 
And Want went smiling from his gates away. 

The rest were honours borrow' d from the throne; 

These honours, Egerton, were all thy own ! 

» 

ON AN INFANT.— iJeu. Samuel Weslley. 

Beneath a sleeping infant lies. 

To earth whose body lent ; 
More glorious shall hereafter rise. 

But not more innocent. 

When the archangel's trump shall blow. 

And souls to bodies join. 
What crowds shall wish, their lives below 

Had been as short as thine ! 
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BY A GENTLEMAN TO THE MEMORY OF 

HIS LADY. 

Farewell, my best belov'd ! whose heav'nly 

mind. 
Genius and virtue, strength with softness join^d^ 
Devotion undebas*d by pride or art, 
With meek simplicity and joy. of heart ; 
Tho* sprightly gentle, tho* polite sincere^ 
And only to thyself a judge severe ; 
Unblam*d, unequalM in each sphere of life. 
The tenderest daughter, sister, parent, wife ; 
In thee, their patroness, th^ afflicted lost ; 
Thy friends, their pattern, ornament, and boast ; 
And I— but ah, can words my loss declare. 
Or paint th' extremes of transport and despair ! 
O thou, beyond what verse or speech can tell. 
My guide, my friend, my best belov'd ! — Farewell ! 



ANOTHER. 

When Sorrow weeps o'er Virtue's sacred dust. 
Our tears become us, and our grief is just : 
Such were the tears he shed, who grateful pays 
This last sad tribute of his love and praise ; 
Who mourns the best of wives and friends combin'd. 
Where female softness met a manly mind ; 
Mourns, but not murmurs, sighs, but not despairs ; 
Feels as a man, but as a Christian bears. 
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ON Mrs. CLARJ&E.— Gray. 

Lo ! where this silent marble weeps* 
A friend, a wife, a mother sleeps : 
A htort, within whose sacred cell 
The peaceful virtues loved to dwell. 
Affection warm, and faith sincere. 
And soft humanity were there : 
IxL agony, in death resigned. 
She felt the wound she left behind. 
Her infant image, here below, 
iSits smiling on a father^s woe : 
Whom what awaits, while yet he strays 
Along the lonely vale of days ? 
A pang, to secret sorrow dear ; 
A sigh ; an unavailing tear ; 
•Till time shall ev'ry grief remove. 
With life, with memory, and with love. 



ON The Rev. T. CHAMBERLAYNE. 

•' Go, feed My lambs," the heavenly Shepherd 

cried, 
*' Go, feed My sheep," again that voice replied ; 
Firm to his trust, a servant here is laid. 
Who heard the tender precept and obeyed. 
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Back to green pastures he the wanderers led, 
The weakly cherished, and the hungry fed ; 
Reproved the bold, but bade the timid rise. 
And gave new strength and wisdom to the wise. 
Farewell, blest spirit ! for a toil like this. 
Thy Lord shall lead thee by the streams of bliss ; 
And give thee, guided by his staff and rod. 
To join thy flock again-*and see thy God. 



ON Mrs. GROVE. 
By her Htisband, W.. Grove, Esq, 

Grief, love, and gratitude, devote this stone 
To her, whose virtues blest a husband's life. 

When late in duty's sphere she mildly shone, 
M friend, as sister, daughter, mother, wife. 

In the bright mom of beauty, joy, and wealth. 
Insidious Palsy near the victim drew, 

Dashed from her youthful hands the cup of health. 
And round her limbs his numbing fetters threw. 

Year after year, her Christian firmness strove 
To check the rising sigh, the tear repress. 

Still, with soft smiles, the fears of anxious love, 
And Heaven's correcting hand in silence bless. 

Thus tried her faith, and thus prepared her heart. 
At length the awful call the Almighty gave. 

She heard, resigned to linger or depart. 

Bowed her meek head, and sunk into the grave. 
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ON MISS LEIGH, 
Who died at the age of 15.— By the same. 

■ s 

Lifers business etided, and each task comptet^ 
When to the grave the full of years retreat ; 
Or when, with sorrow and with pain c^pressed^ 
The weary mourner sifiks at length to rest ; 
Their fate we view with unaverted eye. 
Feel no chill pang; and heave n6 muhn'riikg sigh. 
Not so, when Death his fatal sickle wields 
In pure domestic joy*s high-cultur^i fields. 
Wastes the rich prospect of successive years. 
And reaps a sullen harvest, moist With tears. 

See, from two gentle sisters' fond embracer. 
With ruthless grasp, he drags a sister glrace ; 
Wrests from a tender ikther's clinging arms 
The blooming daughter's desolated cfaanns ; 
Whilst the pale mother, with attenfioii* wiki. 
Bends in mute anguish o*er her dying child ; 
That duteous child, whom kind parental love 
Saw ev'ry hour in ev'ry worth improve; 
Saw with success each welcome precept crowned. 
Those best of precepts in example foutid ; 
Saw on her face, her lovelier mind pourtrayed^ 
And Beauty claim the conquests Virtue made. 

Such the fair form, that many a weeping friend 
So tote beheki to Death's cold vale de^tld ; 

L 
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And such the promise ripening talents gave, 
N0W9 early blighted, withering in the grave. 
How hard the task such treasure to resign ! 
How hard to feel the loss, and not repine ! 

So deems the world, that seldom deems aright, 
If left to Reason's unassisted light. 
^But when Religion lends her holy aid 
The dark mysterious system to pervade. 
As shrinks Deception from IthuriePs spear, 
The clouds disperse, and ev*ry maze is clear. 

Thus, when the gracious Saviour of mankind 
Restored the eyes of him from childhood blind. 
Soon as the potent touch the veil withdrew. 
The film that o'er their rayless orbits grew, 
A blaze of wonders burst upon his sight, 
For God had spoke the word, and all was light. 

Come, then, bright Faith, dispel the gathered gloom. 
And pour thy radiance round the darksome tomb ; 
While Hope on trembling pinions speeds her way. 
To meet the rising of eternal day, 
And hail the Sun of righteousness, that brings. 
For life's short sorrows, healing in his wings. 



ON MRS. TATTON.— Mofoiu 

Ip e'er on earth true happiness were found, 
'Twas thine, blest shade, that happiness to prove. 

A faUier's fondest wish thy duty crowned, 
Thy no&ifir virtues fixed a husband's love. 



SnTAVfp^ 219 

Ah 1 when he led thee to the uuptial fane, 

How smiled the morning with auspicious rays ! 

How triumphed youth and lieauty in thy train, 
And flattering health that promised length of 
daysi 

Heaven joined your hearts : three pledgesof your joy 
Were given, in thrice the years' revolving round. 

Heve, reader, pause ; and own, with pitying eye, 
Hiat ** not on earth true happiness is found!" 



ON C. DICEY, Esq.— Mrs. H. More. 

O THOU, or friend or stranger, who shalt tread 
These solemn mansions of the silent dead ! 
Think, when this record to enquiring eyes. 
No more shall tell the spot where Dicey lies ; 
When this frail marble, faithless to its trust. 
Mould* ring itself, resigns ita mouldered dust; 
When time shall fail, and nature's self decay. 
And earth, and sun, and skies dissolve away; 
Thy soul this consummation shall survive. 
Defy the wreck, and but begin to live. 
This truth, long slighted, let these ashes teach, 
Tho* cold, instruct'you, and tho* silent preach : 
O pause ! reflect, repent, resolve, amend ! 
Life has no length, eternity no «nd ! 
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ON MISS DRUMMOND.— M«Jon. 

Here sleeps what once was beauty, once was 
grace; 

Grace, that with tenderness and sense combined 
To form that harmony of soul and face. 

Where beauty shines the mirror of the mind. 

Such was the maid, that in the mom of youth. 
In Tirgin innocence, in nature^s pride. 

Blest with each art that owes its charm to truth, 
Sunk in her father^s fond embrace, and died. 

He weeps : oh ! venerate the holy tear ; 

Faith lends her aid to ease affliction's load ; 
The parent mourns his child upon her bier. 

The Christian yields an angel to his God. 



ON MISS HILL BOOTHBY, 

By her Father, Brqohe Boothby^ Esq. 
' '■' ■. 
Could beauty, learning, talents, virtue, save 
From the dark confines of th' insatiate grav«, 
This frail n^emorial had not asked ^ te^r 
O'er Hill's cold relics sadly mould' ring here. 
Friendship's chaste flame her ardent bosom fired. 
And bright Religion's all her soul inspired ; 
Her soul, too heavenly for a house of clay. 
Soon wore its earth*built fabric to decay ; . 
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In the last struggles of departing breath. 
She saw her Saviour gild the bed of death ; 
Heard his mild accents, tuned to peace and love, 
Qive glorious welcome to the realms above : 
In those bright regions, that celestial shore. 
Where friends long lost shall meet to part no more ; 
** Blest Lord, 1 come ! my hopes Imve not been 

vain,** 
Upon her lifeless cheek ecstatic smiles remain. 



ON MRS. E. PORTER. 

In vain would ev'ry human ifecord trace 
Th' expressive features of her lovely face ; 
Tell how, with happiest airt, she knew to blend 
The sage instructor with th* endearing friend ; 
How zeal, to strengthen e^*ry social tie, 
Smil'd on her lip, and sparkled in her eye; 
How husband, children, friends, domestics, join'd 
To love her person, and revere her mind« 
Stich frail memorials ruthless time invades ; 
The tomb-stone moulders, and the writing &des ; 
But heaven-recorded virtues rime defy. 
Bloom on the tree of life, and never die.' 
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ON A YOUNG LADr. , 

Stay, Christiati, stay; nor let thy haste profane' 

This humble* stone, that tells thee life is vainv 

Here beauty lies in mould'ring ruins lost, 

A blossom, nipt by Death's untimely frost ;* 

Unwarned, yet unsurprized ; found on her guard. 

Like a wise virgin watching for her Lord. 

In life's sweet opening dawn she sought her God, 

And the gay paidi of youth with caution trod -, 

In bloom of beauty, humbly turned aside 

The incense flattery offered to her pride. 

Her front with blushing modesty she bound,^ 

And on her lips the law of truth was found ; 

Fond to oblige, too gentle to offend» 

Beloved by all, to all the good a friend ; 

The bad she censured by her life alone. 

Blind to their faults^ severe upon her own : 

In others' joy and grief a part she bore. 

And with the needy shared her little store ; 

At distance saw the world with pious dread. 

And to God's temple for protection fled; 

There sought that peace which Heaven alone can 

give. 
And learned to die, ere others learn to live. 
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ON A YOUTH AGED 15. 

IPy in the morn of life, each winning grace. 
The converse sweet, the mind-illumin*d face. 
The lively wit that charmed with early art* 
And mild affections beaming from the heart ; 
If these, loved youth ! could check the hand of fate. 
Thy matchless worth had claimed a longer date. 
But thou art blest ! while here we heave the sigh. 
By Death is Virtue wafted to the sky. 
Yet still thy image fond affection keeps ; 
The sire remembers, and the mother weeps. 
Still the friend grieves, who saw thy vernal bloom. 
And here,, sad task ! inscribes it on thy tomb. 



ANOTHER. 

Forgive, blest shade, the tributary tear 
That mourns thy exit from a world like this ; 

Forgive the wish that would have kept thee here,. 
And stay'd thy progress to the seat of bliss. 

No more confined to grov'ling scenes of night. 
No more a tenant pent in mortal clay. 

How should we rather hail thy glorious flight. 
And trace thy journey to the realms of day*. 
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ON A BEAUTIFUL GIRL.— JRo6«rt Cofife, Esq. 

Although to grace thk modest cell» 
No sculptuted cherubs idly weep» 

Let pious recollection tell 
Here iimocenqe and virtue sleep. 

The rosebud in the mom of May» 
The garden's pride, the gard'ner^s care» 

In all its painted foliage gay. 
Was not so sweet, was not so fair. 

To check vain mortals vainer pride 

This virgin*8 life was given; 
Stem Fate to man the prize denied. 

And snatched her quick to Heaven. 



FABLES AND TALES- 



THE SHEPHERD AND THE PHILOSOPHER. 

—Gay. 

Remote from cities livM a swain, 
Unvex'd with all the cares of gain ; 
His head was silvered o'er with age» > 
And long experience made him sage : • 
In summer's heat and winter's cold. 
He fed his flock and penn'd the fold ; 
His hours in cheerful lahour flew, 
Nor envy nor amhition knew ; • 
His wisdom and his honest £sime 
Through all the country rais'd his name. 

A deep philosopher (whose rules 
Of moral life were drawn from schools) 
The shepherd's homely cottage sought. 
And thus explor'd his reach. of thought : 

" Whence is thy learning ? Hath thy toil 
<^ O'er hooks consum'd the midnight oil ? 
" Hast thou old Greece and Rome survcy'd, 
** And the vast sense of Plato wcigh'd ? . 
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** Hath Socrates thy soul refinM, 
** And hast thou fathom'd TuUy's mind ? 
** Or, like the wise Ulysses, thrown 
By various fates on realms uaknowa. 
Hast thou through many cities strayed,. 
Their customs, laws, and manners weight ?'* 
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The shepherd modestly replied : 
** 1 ne*er the paths of learning tried, 
** Nor have I roam'd in. fbreiga parts 
*' To read mankind, their laws, and arts r 
** For man is practised in disguise, 
" He cheats the most discerning eyes ; 
" Who hy that search shall wiser grow, 
*' When we ourselves can never knfow ? 
" The little knowlege I have gain'd» 
^ Was all from simple nature drained ; 
^* Hence my life's maxims took their rise,. 
*' Hence grew my settled hate to vice. 

" The daily labours of the Bee* 
«* Awake my soul' to industry. 
** Who can observe the careful ant, 
•* And not provide for future want ? 
" My dog (the trustiest of his kind) 

With gratitude inflames my mind ; 

I mark his true, his faithful way, 
'• And in my service copy Tray. 
*^ In constancy and nuptial love, 
** I leani my duty from the dove. 
^ The hen, who from the chilly air 
^ With pious wing protects her care* 
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** And ev*ry fowl that flies at large 

** Instructs me in a parent's charge. 

** From nature, too, I take my rule 

** To shun contempt and ridicule.- 

^' I never with important air 

" In conversation overhear ;. 

*' Can grave and formal pass for wise,- 

** When men the solemn owl despise? 

^' My tongue within my lips I rein,. 

<< For who talks much must talk in vain ; 

" We from the wordy torrent fly : 

" Who listens to the chatt'ring pie ? 

** Nor would I with- felonious slight 

'' By stealth invade my neighhour's right; 

*^ Rapacious animals we hate ; 

*' Kites, hawks, and wolves deserve their &te- 

<< Do not we just abhorrence And 

** Against the toad and serpent kind ? 

*' But envy, calumny, and spite 

** Bear stronger venom in their bite ; 

** Thus ev'ry object of creation 

*' Can furnish hints to contemplation, 

** And from the most minute and mean 

** A virtuous mind can morals glean.*' 

" Thy fame is just," the sage replies, 
<« Thy virtue proves thee truly wise ; 
** Pride often guides the author's pen,. 
'* Books as affected are as men ; 
" But he who studies Nature's laws, 
"^ From certain truth his maxims draws;*** 
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THE WOLF AND THE LAMB. 

A WOLF and lamb, dUe sultry day. 

To the same iB«adow chanc'd to stfay ;- 

By thirst constrained they sought the rdl 

That issued from a neighb'ring hill. 

The wolf stood near the foantaiii's^head ; 

The lamb far distant down the mead. 

Isgrim, who dearly lovM disputes, 

With fell ittlent the lamb salutes >: 

'* You, sir, stand off! you tread the brink in, 

•* And mud the stream so, there's no drinking !'* 

The harmless lamb, with much surprise. 

Looks up, and trembling thus replies : 

" I can't conceiTe how that cian be, sir ; 

^ The stream runs down from you to me, sir !'* 

*' You can't conceive ! Come don't be saucy ; 
*' I'll let you know, sir, what the laws say,— ^ 
*' Besides, you mutter'd.so and so,. 
^* Behind my back, six months ago." 

*^ Upon my word> sir, you mistake, 

** (But don't be angry, for Heaven's sake 7) 

'* 1 never could have such intention^ . 

" Nor was I bom, the time you .mentimi^'^ 

The wolf, by force of truth pppel'd. 

With shame and anger foam'd and swell'd ; 
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** It was your fother^ then,*' cries he^ 
** And that you know's the same to me.** 
He said, and seiz'd the helpless victim. 
And to the honea the tyrant picked him. 



THE BUTTERFLY AND THE SNAIL.— 6?ay. 

All upstarts, insolent in place. 
Remind us of their vulgar race. 

As, in the sunshine of the mom, 
A butterfly (b.ut newly bom) 
Sate proudly perking on a rose ; 
With pert conceit his bosom glows. 
His wings (all glorious to behold) 
Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold. 
Wide he displays ; the spangled dew 
Reflects his eyes and various hue. 

His now forgotten friend, a snail. 
Beneath his house, with slimy trial 
Crawls o*er the grass ; whom when hespiet^f 
In wrath he to the gaid'ner cries : 

<* What means yon peasants daily toil, 
•* From choaking weeds to rid the soil ? 
•* Why wake you to the rooming's care ? 
" Why with new arts correct the year ? 
" Why glows the peach with crimson hue ? 
** And why the plum's inviting blue ? 
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*• Were they to feast his taste designM, 
** That Tennin of Toracious kind? 
<' Crush them, the slow* the pilPriDg racer- 
*' So purge thy garden irom disgrace/' 

" What anogance !" the snail replied ; 
*^ How insolent is upstart pride ! - 
'* Hadst thou not thus* with insult vain, 
*' Provok'd my patience to complain, 
** I had concealM thy meaner birth, 
*' Nor trac'd thee to the scum of earth ; 
^* For scarce nine 9uns have wak'd the hours^ 
*^ To swell the fruit and paint the flowers,. 
** Since I thy humbler life surveyed, 
** In base, in sordid guise arrayM ; 
** A hideous insect, vile> unclean, 
** You dragged a slow and noisome train, 
" And from your spider bowels drew 
*' Foul film, and spun the dirty clue. 
•' I own my humble life, good friend; 
^ Snail was I bom, and snail shall end. 
/** And what's a butterfly ? At best, 
^* He's but a caterpillar, drest ; 
^* And all thy race (a num'rous seed} 
" Shall prove of caterpillar, breed/*^ 
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THE MISER AND PLUTUS.— 6^y; 

Tub wind was high^ the window shakes^ 
With sudden start the miser wakes. 
Along the silent room he stalks. 
Looks hack and trembles as he walks : 
Each lock and ev^ry bolt he tries ; 
In ev'ry creek and comer pries ; 
Then opes the chest with treasure stot*d. 
And stands in rapture o*er his hoard. 
But now, with sudden qualms possest. 
He wrings his hands, he beats^his breast ;. 
By conscience stung, he wildly stares. 
And thus his guilty soul declares. 

** Had the deep earth her stores confin'd^ 

** This heart had known sweet peace of mind, 

** But virtue*s sold. Good gods, what price 

** Can recompense the pangs of vice I 

'^ O, bane of good ! seducing cheat ! 

** Can roan, weak man, thy power defeat ? 

** Gold banish*d honour from the mind. 

And only left the name behind ;. 

Gold sow*d the world with ev'ry ill ; . 

Gold taught the murderer's sword to kill ; 
*< 'Twas gold instructed coward hearts 
*< In treach'ry*s more pernicious arts : 
^* Who can recount the mischiefs o*er ? 
" Virtue resides on earth no more !'* 

He spoke, and sighM. In angry mood 
riutus, his god^ before him stood ; 
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The miser tremblbg lock'd his chest ;— 

The vision frowa'd, aod thuis addrest : 

" Whence is this vile ungrateful rant ? 

** Each sordid rasc^Ps daify cant ; 

*< Did I9 base wretch, corrupt mankind ? 

** The fault's in thy rapacious mind. 

** Because my hlessidgs are abus'd, 

** Must I be censur*d» curst, accused ? 

*< £v*n virtue's self by knaves is made 

** A cloak to carry on the trade, 

<* And power (when lodgM in their possession) 

•* Grows tyranny and rank oppression* 

** Thus, when the villain crams his chest, 

** Gold is the canker of the breast ; 

" *Tis av'rice, insolence, and pride, 

** And ev'ry shocking vice beside. 

** But when to virtuous hands 'tis given, 

<*'It blesses, like the dews of Heaven ; 

** Like Heav*n it hears the orphan's cries, 

" And wipes the tears from widows' eyes." 



THE SICK MAN AND THE ANGEL.— (?ay. 

** Is there no hope ?" the sick man said : 
The silent doctor shook his head. 
And took his leave, with signs of sorrow, 
Despairing of his fee to-morrow. 

When thua the man, with gasping breath: 
*< I feel the chilling wound of death. 
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<< Since I iinistl>i!d the world ddi^^ 

** L«t me my fonnier life review : 

*' I grant, my bargains well Were made, 

** But all men over-reach in trade ; 

** 'Tis self-defence, in each profession,—' 

** Sure self-defence is no transgression* 

** The little portion in my hands, 

** By good security on lands, 

** Is well encreas*d. If, unawares, 

*^ My justice to myself and heirs 

*' Hath let my debtor rot in jail, 

*' For want of good sufficient bail ; 

** If I by wht, ov bond, or deed, 

*< Reduced a family to need, 

** My will hath made the world amends ;. 

** My hope on charity depends* 

** When I am number'd with the dead, 

** And all my pious gifts are read, 

** By heay*n and earth, *twill then be know» 

** My charities were amply shown.** 

An angel came : ** Ah,- friend,** he cried, 
** No more in flatt*ring hope confide. 
** Can thy good deeds in former times 
" Outweigh the balance of thy crimes ? 
" What widow or what orphan prays 
" To crown thy life with length of days ? 
" A pious action *s in thy power, 
*« Embrace with joy the happy hour; 
" Now, while you draw the vital air, 
*< Prove your intention is sincere ; 
** This instant give a hundred pound ; 
*' Your neighbours want, and you abound.'^ 
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** But why sueh liaste/* the siekman whines^ 
** Who knows as yet what Heav*n designs? 
** Perhaps I may recover still ;— 
** That sum and more are in my will*** 

*• Fool," said the vision, ** now 'tis plain, 
•* Your life, your soul, your heav*n was giuin ; 

From ev*ry side, with all your might ; 

You scrap*d, and scrap*d beyond your right, 
** And after death would fain atone. 

By giving what is not your own." 
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While there is life, there's hope," he cried ; 
Then why such haste ?" so groan'd and dML 



THE COUNCIL OF HORSES.— G^y. 

Upon a time, a neighing steed. 

Who graz'd among a num'rous breed. 

With mutiny had fir'd the train. 

And spread dissension through the plain>.. 

On matters that concem'd the state 

The council met in grand debate: 

A colt, whose eye*balls flam'd with ire, . 

Elate with strength and youthful fire. 

In haste stept forth before the rest. 

And thus the list'ning throng addrest. 

** Good gods ! how abject is our race, 
** Condemn'd to slavery and disgrace ! 
** Shall we our servitude retain, 
^ Because our tires have borne the cham ^ 
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*< Consider, friends, your strength and migflt ; 

" *Tis conquest to assert your right; 

** How cumbrous is the gilded coach ! 

** The pride of man is our reproach ; 

«* Were we designed for daily toil, 

** To drag the plough-share through the soil, 

'< To sweat in harness through the road, 

** To groan beneath the carrier's load ? 

** How feeble are the two-l^g'd kind! 

** What forc6 is in our nerves combined t 

*' Shall, then, our nobler jaws submit 

'* To foam and champ the -galling bit?- 

*< Shall haughty man my back bestride? 

** Shall the sharp spur provoke my side ? 

** Forbid it heavens! Reject the leiii^ 

'* Your shame, your infamy disdain^ 

^ Let him the Hon first control, 

** And still the tyger*a famisfaM growl : 

^< Let us, like them,, our.freedom claim,. 

'* And make h^m tremble at our name." 

A general nod approved the cause,- 
And all the circle neigh*d applause ; 
When, lo, with grave and solemn pace> 
A steed advancM before the race,. 
With age and long experien'ce wise r 
Around he cast his thoughtful eyes. 
And to the murmurs of the train, 
Thus spoke the Nestor of the plain : 

" When 1 had health and strength, like you,. 
" The toils of servitude 1 knew ; 
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'* NoWf grateful man rewards my jpains, 
** And gives me all these wide domains ; 
** At will 1 crop the year's encrease, 
** My latter life is rest and peace. 
** I grant to man- we lend our pains, 
** And aid him to correct the plains ; 
** But doth not he divide the care, 
** Through all the labours of the year t 
** How many thousand structures rise, 
** To fence us from inclement skies I 
** For us he bears the sultry day, 
** And stores up all our winter's hay ; 
** lie sows, he reaps the harvest's gain, 
** We share the toU and share the grain. 
** Since ev'ry creature was decreed 
** To aid each other's mutual need, 
*^ Appease your discontented mind. 
And act the patt by Heavisn asB%n*d." 
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The tumult ceas'd. The colt submitted. 
And, like his ancestors, was bitted. 
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THE COUAT OF DEATH,— Gay. 

DcATHy on a solemn night of state. 

In all his pomp of terror sate ; 

Th* attendants of his gloomy reign, 

Diseases dire, a ghastly train, 

Crowd the vast court 1 With hollow toue, 

A voice thus thunder'd from the throne : 

^* This night our minister we name, 

^* Let ev'ry servant speak his^ claim ; 

^' Merit shall bear this ebon wand." 

All, at the word, stretch'd forth their hand. 

Fever, with burning heat possest, 
AdvancM, and for the wand addrest : 
I to the weekly bills appeal, 
Let those express my fervent zeal ; 
On ev'ry slight occasion near, 
** With violence I persevere." 

Next Gout appears, with limping pace. 
Pleads how he shifts from place to place ; 
From head to foot how swift he flies. 
And ev'ry joint and sinew plies ; 
Still working when he seems supprest, 
A most tenacious stubborn guest. 

Stone urged his ever-growipg force ; 
And next, Consumption's meagre corse. 
With feeble voice, that scarce was bear4» 
Broka with short coughs, his sait prefeirM.: 
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** Let none object my lingering way, 

** I gain, like Fabias, by delay, 

*^ Fatigue and weaken ev*ry foe 

** By long attack, secure, though slow/' 

Plague represents his rapid pow'r. 
Who thinn'd a nation in an hour. 

All spoke their claim, and hop*d the wand : 
Now expectation hush'd the l^nd, 
When thus the monarch from the throne : 
*^ Merit was ever modest known. 
*' What, no physician speak his right ! 
** None here ; but fees their toils requite. 
*^ Let, then. Intemperance take the wand, 
** Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 
*' You, Fever, Gout, and all the rest 
" (Whom wary men as foes detest) 
" Forego your claim, no more pretend, 
«* Intemperance is esteemed a friend ; 
** He shares their mirth, their social joys, 
** And, as a courted guest, destroys ; 
" The charge on him must justly fall, 
** Who finds employment for you alL" 



THE TULIP AND THE VIOLET. 

See yonder gaudy tulip rise. 

And to the sun her leaves display ; 

My fancy 'gives her voice and eyes. 
And tliiH the boaster aeeros to say : 
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<c Queen of the gay parterre I leigD^ 

** My glowing xUes, bow bright they shine ! 

*^ The flow*TS unfold their bloom in min, 
*^ No flow*r has charms to equal mine. 

*VBy nature meant for regal sway* 

*^ Tall and majestic I appear; 
" Ye subject tribes, your queen obey, 

** My high command submissive hear. 

*' When T unfold my matchless bloom» 
* ** And to the noon my beauties spread, 
** Let no aspiring flow*r presume 
•• Near me to lift her ?ibject head." 

The flow*rs are silent while she speaks. 
And only blush to hear her pride : 

The silence when a vi*let breaks. 
That crept, unheeded, by her side. 

** Thy arrogance, imperious flow'r, 
** To real worth has made thee blind; 

*' Thy vaunted beauties of an hour, 
" Are chsCrms of an inferior kind. 

'^ From thee no fragrant odours breathe, 
•* No healing gifts thy leaves bestow; 

" The flow'rs thou view'st with scorn beneath, 
** Can more pretence to merit show. 

** The cowslip's virtues, and my own, 
** Let man, let grateful man confess; 

^* To him our real worth is known ; 
** Thee he admires but for thy dress/* 
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The friendly bint, ye listening fair. 
Reflection bids the Muse apply : 

Let tiseful virtues be your care. 
Nor boast your pow^r to please the eye. 



THE FLY AND THE TROUT. 

As near yon stream, the other day. 
Soothed by the munn'iing current's play, 

I thoughtless strolled along. 
Behold ! of largest gjrowth, a fly 
Adown the stream came glistening by. 

The smaller flies among. 

In sportive air it spread the saiU 
And, o*er the rest, the flying gale 

It caught with seeming pride ; 
Swiftly it skims the crptal waves. 
Now in the purling eddy laves. 

Now smoother seems to glide. 

** What joy,'* (it said or seemed to say) 
** Thus on the sparkling stream to play, 

" And quit the fields of air ! 
*^ How dull, because on wings they rise, 
^* Is yonder crowd of vulgar flies, 

" To float for ever there ! 

** Still let the timid sordid crew 
*' The saitte old beaten ttack' pursue. 
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Nor tempt one new tieli^ht : * 
*• I dare to live, to live I knaw» 
■** And grasp at ev'iy joy below.; 
<< No.&ncied ilU afFrigfat.'* 

While thus he tuned haaidlje song* 
Borne by the crystal ulteiai aloog^ 

A trout descried the Tfomy 
And upward darting, twift atfihcMig^ 
"^ vain, the boasting iaseol omi^r 

Tbe boastii^ insect dies» 



I markM bis fate, I smote mybreiirt; 
Deep be tbie lesson there imprest^ 

Which thutf Aiy genius gave : 
The wretch who quits the path assigned, 
To taste forbidden joy, shall find 

New ways to reach the grave. 



THE BEARS AND BEESL-^MerndL 

As two young bears, in wanton mood. 

Forth issuing from a neigbVnng wood. 

Came where th* industrious bees had Stoted^ 

In artful cells, their Uisdous hoard ; 

Overjoyed, they seized with eager baste 

Luxurious on the rich repast* 

Alarmed at this, the little crew. 

About their ears vindictive flew. 

The beasts, unable %^ sostein 

Th' unequal combat, ^i tW^fildn-; 

M 
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Half blind with rage, and mad with pain. 
Their native shelter they regain : 
There sit, and now, discreeter grown, 
Too late their rashness they bemoan ; 
And this by dear experience gain. 
That pleasure 's ever bought with pain. 
So, when the gilded baits of vice 
Are placed before our longing eyes. 
With greedy haste we snatch our fill. 
And swallow down the latent ill ; 
But when experience opes our eyes. 
Away the .ifinqied. pleasure flies: 
It files ; but oh ! too late we find 
It leaves a real sting behind. 



THE PELICAN AND THE SPIDER, 

Thb sphere of mild domestic life, 
A daughter, mother, mistress, wife. 
Who fills approved, shall live in story. 
And gain the height of female glory. 
To-you, believe an- honest song. 
The charities of life beloi^ ; 
Those gentler offices that bind 
The social ties of human kind ; 
All praises, but lor these, decry, 
And fame is blai^ting infamy. 
But^ief o>r all, ye wiser fair. 
The mother's sacred charge revere ; 
Pure, heart-ennobling, blest emplpy ! . 
Which saii|tt?i.nd angeb leau-with joy 
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To view from heaven ; which oain liispense 
Q*er all the soul their own beaevolence. 
Haily holy task :— •His thine t* impart 
More virtues to the melting heart .; 
Such he^hts of moral grace to teadb» 
As proud philosophy could never rea«h. 
Maternal love ! the iron-soul'd 
Melt at thy touch ; the coward, bold 
Becomes at once ; through rocks will'lbroe. 
Nor flood nor fire can stop his couise.; 
Will brave the Libyan lion wild. 
Should danger threat the favourite child. 
Is there whom fiishion» pride, or pleasure^ 
Tempts to forget the living treasure ? 
Who to her own indulgence grants 
That care, or cost, her infant wants ? 
What wonder should the sage inaiist. 
She yields in storge* to a beast. 
The good abhor, the wit deride her. 
And read her history in the spider ! 
Who trusts her nursling to another^ 
A parent she, but not a mother* 

Beneath a venerable shade 
The pious pelican had made 
Her humble nest ; with rapture there 
Incessant plied the mother*t care ; 
Prom night to mom, from morn to ai 
Not more her duty than deKght 
To watch the tender chirping brood. 
Protect them, and provide their food, 

• Natural love. 
M 2 
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At d«wy eve,, atmornii^^s spring, 

Soft-caoopsied beneath her wing 

Theyslept.secure ; herself sustains. 

Patient, the edd and dceaehing rains. 

Nor felt jDtor fe^ied the furious storm, 

Her fifdlosTi oestUngs dry and warm. 

Whale*«r her early March supplies. 

Denied her own necessities, 

S^ faye ber yomig, and ptpved from thence 

The lui^uiy of abstinence. 

In vain the cQnoert in the grove. 

In vitifltke winged assembly, strove 

To .tempi her froin the nursery *s care ; 

Her muE(ic and her mirth were there. 

Thus lived .she, till one fatal day 

Doomed all ber virtues to display. 

What tin\/& thel morning's wished supply 

Eludes her utpftost iodustry ; 

She fished the .brook, she dived the main. 

Searched hill, and dale, and wood, in vain : 

Not one p90jr grain the world affords. 

To feed her helplesa. hungry birds. 

What should she do P-^ah ! see, they faint ! 

With unavailing weak complaint. 

These, dearer than her vital breath. 

Resign tb Famine*s lingering death ! 

The thought was frenzy ; no, she pressed 

Her sharp hivk on her own kind b^ast, 

With cruel piety ; and fed 

Her wondering infants as she bled. 

" AcceptJ'^^she cried, •' dear pretty crew ! 

** This sacrifice io.l^VA Wfi you." 
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" M^d fool, forbear/' exclaimed a spider. 
That indolentiy lounged beside her ; 
. f *: /jThiat horrid act of thine eviQces 
*' Your ignoraxtcle of courts and pTinces* 
*^ Oh, what a creature ! tear thy neck fast, 
•• To give thy peevish brats a breakfast ! 
** Hadst thou among the great resided, 
*\ And marked their manners well, as I did, 
^ The mother's milk, much less her bloody 
*' Is ne'er the well-born infant's food. 
** Why, there's my Lady Ostrich, now, 
*• Who visits in the vale below, 
** Knowti all the fashion on this h^lid : 
** Soon as herla'ship's brought to bed, 
^^ She, else the biith would prove a curae, 
" Gives it the elements to nurse : 
** 'Tis true, some accident may hurt it, 
** Its limbs be broken and distorted ; 
** Admit ther€i 's chance it doe9 not live, 
*< Pleasure is our prerogative; 
** And broQinfi^ and brushes be myKruin, 
** Ere in a nest I 'd sit a^stewing ; 
** Or, for my.^ttty's sake, forsooth, 
^* To nursing sacrifice my youth ; 
** Ere let my brats my flesh devour, 
*^ I 'd eat them up a score an hour." 

" Foul fiend," the lovely martyr cried, 
«* Avaunt ! thy horrid person hide ; 
" Folly and vice thy soul disgrace ; 
** 'Twas these, not Pallas, spoiled thy face, , 
^< And Slink thee to the reptile rape. 
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** Yes, thy own bowels, bung tbee tbere, 
" A felon out of Nature's care, 
** *Twixt heaven and earth, alihoifed ofboth,, 
** Emblem of selfishness and sloth*** 

Ye coterieans ! who profess 
Nq business but to dance and dress-; 
P^theists ! who no God adore ; 
Housewives, that stay, at home no more ;, 
Wives without husbands,, mothers too, 
Whom.yAur own children never knew ;. 
Who less the blessed sun esteem 
Than lamps* and. tapers* greasy gleam ; 
Ye morning gamesters, walkers, riders » 
Say^ Are ye pelicans or spiders ? 



THE CAMELEON.— MemcA^ 

Oft has it been my Ibt to mark 
A proud conceited talking spark,^ 
With eyes= that hardly served, at most, 
To guard their master 'gainst a post ; 
Tet round the world the blade has been» 
To see whatever could -be seen : 
Returning from his finished tour, 
Grown ten times perter than before. 
Whatever word you chance to drop, 
The travcll*^d fool your mouth will -stop ; 
•* Sir, if ray judgment you'll allow — 
*• I've seen— and sure I ought to know — '* 
So begs you'd pay a due submission. 
And ac<][ute8ce in his decision.. 
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Two travellers of such a east, 
A» o'er Arabia'^s wilds they pass'd 
And on their way^ in friendly chat» 
Now talked of this, and then of that. 
Discoursed awhile, *mongst other matter,. 
Of the cameleon*s form and nature. 
** A stranger animal,'' cries one, 
** Sure never lived beneath the sun : 
" A lizard's body, lean and long, 
*' A fish's head, a serpent's tongue ; 

Its tooth, with triple claw disjoin'd. 

And what a length of tail behind ! 
** How slow its pace 1 and then its htte^-* 
«* Who ever saw so fine a blue ?" 
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** Hold there," the other quick replies, 
« 'Ti& green,— I saw it with thes^ eyes, 
** At late with open mouth it lay, 
** And warmed it in the sunny ray : 
*' Stretched at its ease the beast' I view'd^ 
'< And saw it eat the air for food." 

*< I've seen it, sir, as well as you, 
*' And must again affirm it blue. 
" At leisure I the beast survey'd, 
** Extended in the cooling shade." . 

" *Tis green, 'tis green, sir, I assure ye." 
" Green I" cries the other in a fury— 
" Why, sir, d'ye think I've lost my eyes ?'* 
" 'Twere no great loss," the friend replief j 
** For if they always serve you thus, 
" You'll find 'em but of little use." 

m4 
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So high at last the contest rose*. 
From word» they. Almost camti to blows ;:, 
When luekily can^ by a thtrd-— 
To him the quesfite thejr ifeferr'd ; 
And begged'he'id IdELthem^if he knewv 
Whether the <hbi|p¥rasjgTeen or blue ? 



^ Sin/* cries .'Su^^uiippive. ** oease your potherr 
^ The creatnre *» oekher one nor t'other ; 
** i caught the.^oimal latt .i)ighlt». * , 

^ And viewed il^ a^ef by aajidle^light ; 
•• I marked it welt--r'twas 'black as jet^— 

*« You st§|ier-4>ut$ fm% V^^ g^^ *^ y®*» 
" And can produeeiu? *V Pray» sir, do : 
** PU lay my life, the thing IS blue."— 
*' And r 11 jbeiftiianirithat when you've seeii . 
'V The Te^\jitfifyfOt!SMbfk6notsDxse> him^greem*- 

> « - - - 

«* Well, then, %t 9i;k;;^ tp. cease ^he doubt»" 
Replies the-^)^^,; *< I'll turn. him ;Out; 
" And, when bafqre. your eyes I've set him, . 
« If you don't find him black,' Pll eat him." 
He said ; then full before their^sight 
Produced the beast^ and loi ■■■■ ■ ■ ' twas white I 
Both stared ; the iDan lodki^ wond^rous wise«^ 
<* My children,^'*' the' camekon-cries^ 
(Then first the^ creature found a tongue,) 
•* You all art tight, and all are wrong : 
*• When next you talk of what you view, 
•• Think others see as well as you ; 
" Nortwrntferj^if y6u fijid that none 
*« Prefeis your eye-Sight to his own*" 
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THE Hare and the tortoise. 

Genius, blest teem of meaning wide I 
(For sure no term so misapplied :) 
How many bear the sacred name» 
That never felt a real flame ! 
Proud of the specious appellation. 
Thus fools have christened Inclination. 

But yet suppose a genius true ; 
As for example, me or you ; 
Some genial spark of Phoebus' rays. 
Perhaps within our boson plays, 

! how the purer rays' aspire. 
If Application fans the fife 1 
Without it genius vainly tHes, 
Howe'er sometimes it seem to rise ; 
Nay, Application will prevail; 
When braggart parts and genius fiaiU 
And now, to lay my proof before ye, 

1 here present you with a story. 



In days of yore, when Tim^ was young, 
When birds convers'd as well as sung. 
And use of .speech was. not confined 
Merely to brutes of human-kind ; 
A forward'hare, of .swiftness vain,' 
The genius of the neighlfring plain ! 
Would oft deride the drudging crowd ; 
For g^niuse* are ever prpiid, 

M 5 
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His flight, he'd boast, 'twere vain to f6llow ;: 
For horse and dog, he'd beat them hollow : 
?ir|i|r9,iflie put forth all his strength, 
'Outstrip his brethren half a length. 

4 tortoise heard' his vain oration, 

jfyi. vented thas his indignation : 

** Q piiss ! it bodies thee dire disgrace^ 

•* Whea Ncfy thee to the race. 

•* Come, 'tis a match,— -nay, no denial : 

" I lay my shell upon the trial." 

Twas done and done-r-all fair — a bet*— 

Judges prepared, and distance set. 

Th^ scamp^rii^ hare outstript the wind :. 

The creeping tortois^ Is^gged behind ;, 

Jkmd scarce had pfist a single pole,. 
Wben puss had^l^nost reach'd the goal. 
**¥nei^iOTt.o)f^f^* cries the jeering hare, 
** Yottt:4>un^^'s more than you can bear ;. 
•« Tq jhelp y^ ap^ed it were as well 
•* Thaff I should ease you of your shell. 
** Jog on a little faster, prithee : 
<* rfl take a nap, and thfen be with thee." 

' Bonpdf so done-— and safely sure ! 
For fl^ay^- what conquest more secure ? 
Wltene'er: he veJktd (that's all that's in it) 
Jip could o'^wtoke him in a minute. 

i « 

The tortoise, keardt the taunting jeer. 
But still resolved to persevere ; 
JStill drawled aleng^ a3 .^ho should say,» 
1 win, like Fabiuai, by delay ; 
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On to the goal securely crept, . 
While puss, unknowing, soundly slept. 

The bets were won, the hare awake. 
When thus the victor tortoise spake : 
<< Puss, though I own thy quicker parts> 
** Things are not always won by starts ; 
** Thou may^st deride my awkward pace ; 
** But slow and steady wins the race.'* 



THE BOY AND THE RINQ-DOVK 

A oiDDY boy^ intent on play. 

With bow and arrow took his way 

To where a ringdove in the grove 

Sung her unvarying note of love. 

The plaintive sound— -the plumage white. 

Struck his young ear, and caught his sight : 

In thoughtless haste his bow he drew. 

Straight to the mark the arrow flew, 

Transfix'd the dove with fatal wound. 

And brought her flutfring to the ground. 

• 

With triumph sparkling in his eyes> 
He ran his victim to surprize. 
But started breathless as he viewM 
Her silver feathers stain'd with blood ; 
Her panting breast, her closing eye> 
And wept, too late 1 his cruelty. 



3» PJ|3U£S>fiNB 



Ye gay» who sport with. sativeVdaite^. 
And thoughdetar aim athnmaA hektHSSy 
Approach your Tictims prostrate laid» 
And see the havoek ye have made ; 
Then will ye weep the sportive jest. 
That robbM the innocent of rest ; 
The witty tale will charm no more» 
That set the tat>le in a. roar ; 
The shaft at dtli^rs bbsoms thrown 
Will turn agfiin to wound your own !: 



THE ATHEIST AND THE ACORN. 
Lady Winchilsea^ 



** Methinks this world is oddly made> 

** And every thing's amiss," 
A dull preauiQing adieist said, 
" As ^tretch'd he lay beneath the shade. 
And instaxu^d in this : 

*• Behold," quoth he, " that mighty things. 

*' A punrpkin, large and round, 
** Is held inithy a little string, 

Which upwards cannot make it spring,. 
Or beajr it from the ground ; 

** Whilst on ihiff oak) uimt so small^ 

<< So dm^poitioa'd grows ; 
** That who. with ^eaae smrv^ this all^ 
" This univers^^l casual ball, . . 

" Its ill Qontrivance knows- 
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** My better judgment would have hung 
^ 'M^'Thaft weight /opon a tree i! 
^ <^ And kftthit maat^thna slightly atrun^ 

^* *Mongst things that on the surface sprang, 
^ And amaa and leehle: be." 

No more die caviller could saj, 
t'^- ■ Mor flother faults descry ; 

For, as he npward gazing lay, ^ 

• All acom, loosened from the stay^ 
/^ Fdl down npon his eye* 

Th* offendii^ part with tears ran o'^er, 
' ' Aa ppnishM for the sin : 

Fool ! had that bough a pumpkin bore, 
i'^H]^ whimsies -must have work'd no'Siiore,. 
Nor scull have kept them in. 



J If . • t ^ • 
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THE EMMETS. 



These emmets, how little they are in our ejres ! 
We tread them to dust, and a troop of them dies. 

Without 4>u» regard or concern : . ^ . ' 
Yet as wise as we are, if we went to their school, 
Thejr^*$ mai^ya sluggard. and nwiy a fool 

Some lessons of wisdom might learn. 

.. > . ■ . ., ■ .. ^ ^ ^ , i ■ 

They don*t wear their time out in sleeping pr play. 

But gather up com in a sun*shiny day,*^ 
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And for winter they lay up their stores : 
They manage their work in such regular forms^ 
One would think they fof esaw all the frosts and the 
storms. 

And so brought their food within doors. 

But I have less sense than a poor creeping ant, . 
If 1 take not due csgre for the things I shall want^ 

Nor provide aga^t dangers in time :\ ,■ \ 
When death or old age shall stare me in my lace» 
What a wretch shall I be inithe end of my day*. 

If I trifle away all their prime ! 

Now» now, while my strength and my youth are 

in bloom. 
Let m^ think what will serve me when sicknns 
shall come» 
And pray that my sins be forgiv'n : 
Let me read in good books, and believe, and obey^ 
Ths^, when Death turns me out of this cottage o£ 
clay, 
I may dwell in a palacce in heav*n. 



THE SLUGGARD.— JTatt*. 

Tis the voice of the sluggard ; 1 heard him com- 
plain, 
^ You have waVd me too soon, I must slumber. 
' "again;'* 
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As the door on its hinges, sa he on his bed, 
Turns his sides, and his shoulders, and his heavy 
head. 

" A little more sleep, and a little more slumber ;V. 
Thus he wastes half his days and his hours without 

number;. 
And when he gets up, he sits folding his hands. 
Or Wallcs about saont'ring, or triAing he stands- 

I pass'd by hiis garden, and sSw the wild brier. 
The thorn and the thistle grow broader and higher;. 
The clothes that hang on him are turning to rags ;. 
And his money still wastes, 'till he starves of be 
begs. 

I mads him a visit, still hoping to find* 

He had taken more care in improving his mmd : 

He told me hijs dreams, talk'd of eating and 

drinking. 
But* he scarce reads his Bible, and never. lov^ 

thinking. 

Said I then to my heart, ** Here's a lesson for me ; 
" That man's but a picture of what I might be : 
" But thanks to my friends for their care in my 

breeding, 
♦* Who taught me betimes to love working and 

reading*" 
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INNOCENT PLAY. 

Abroad in the meadows to see the young lainb« 
Ruo sporting about by the side of their dams. 

With fleeces so clean and so white ; 
Or a nest of young doves in a large open cage. 
When they play all in love, without anger or rage* 

How much we maf learn from the sight ! 

If we had been ducks, we might dabble in mrud» 
Or dogs, we might play 'till it ended in blood ; 

So foul and so fierce are their natures : 
But Thomas, and William, and such pretty names. 
Should be clettily and harmless as doves or M 

..T.hoee lo?ely sweet innpcent creatures. 

Not a thing that we do, nor a word that we say. 
Should injure another in jesting or play ; 

For he's still in earnest that's hurt : 
l{09h rode are the boys that throw pebbles and 

mire ! 
Tiiere's noae but a madman will fling about ire*. 

And tell you^ " 'Tisr all but in sport," 
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:THP STURDY ROCK.; 

The sturdy rock> for alibis stiength. 
By raging .seas is rent in twain ; . 
The marble stone is pierc*d at Icngthr 
• Witk Iktie drops of dnzzlipg lain r . 
Tte ox doth yield unto 'the yok,e,. 
The ste^l obeys the.baminer*s ftroke. ,.. 

The stately 'tftag» that tteetcis'sbiHotttv 
By yelping hotmds at bay is set •; 

The swiftest bird th A flfes about; 
At length'iseaught in fowler^^s net ; 

The gMlest 'fishy in' deepcfst brooks 
Is soon deiteived by subtle hook.. 

Yea, man hims^f,^ unto who^ iriir 
All thiqgsiar^ bounden ta obey. 

For all hiS'itit and' worthy skill» . 
Doth fade at leBgih aodlaU «way ; 

There is no thing but fiiite doth waste, . . 

The.heav'1^1 theeanhf consume aViaflU 

■ « • ■ 

But Viftue sits triimphing still 
Upon the throne of glorious fame ;: 

Though spiteful Deiith man*s body kill. 
Yet hurts he not his virtuous name ; 

By life' or death whate*er betides. 
The' state of Virli^e never slides. 
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THE FATAL INQUISITOR. 

Though down the bed, where Miro lay^. 
He slept not lo the dawn of day : 
And who could hope a moment's rest 
While thoi^hts like these perplex thebit^t > 
Knowledge oonceal'd beyond the sky — 
Ah I what can dim-ey*d man descry ? 
Life's gq^ or ill 'till felt unknown : 
To-morrow is to-morrow's own 1 
My mortal hour the next may be-— 
Or Hea;V'n may hoary age decree. 
My momenta pass*— when past> I know 
If fraught with happiness or woe. 
The tardy knowle^e comes too late. 
And unprepar'd we meet our fate ; 
Ah I why, if Heav'n is wise and kind. 
Thus hoodwink'd man's immortal mind ^ 
Whyfprescience jealotisly denied, 
Of life alone the guard and guide ? 
Man bom to woe, as sparks ascend. 
The means of bliss Heav'n will not lend., 
Here slumber seal'd his weary eyes ! 
A dream ensu'd, to make him wise. 
(But till her sons, like Eve, shall know. 
Knowledge, that Heav'n forbids, is woe.) 
An angel thus bespoke him : ** Friend, 
*• I come at once thy doubts to end; 
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" Full to thy view Pll make appear 
'< The iate of thy ensuing year." 
He cea«M^ snd torn the doubter^s eyes 
Fell scales— 41^ scene began to rise- 
One raving in a fever lay ! 
ShriekM! andJexpi^'d! tura*d cold as clay. 
Another, worn to' akin and hope. 
Deep ! and niore- deep ! fetch'd many a groan f 
And.nQw» the shadow gasp'd for breath ! 
And now. was agonizM in death ! . 
** Who> she, that fever robb'd of life ?'' 
The angel answer'd, " 'Twas your wife I" 
** The man consumption ended, who ?" 
Again the atigel answer'd : " Vou !'* 
That dreadful word . like thunder broke^ ! 
The dreamer started! and^awoke !— ^ 
What can this Bhocklng dream portcad^f . . 

Two deaths before the yeac abidljeadl 

My wife's the first ! nor herValonei 

A» muck.il aseectain'd my own ! . . « 

*« Your wife ! and you !" — This tingling ear. 

Still rings, as were the angel ^re ! 

But what's a dream ? Nay some rehearse ^ 

It just denotes its own reverse. 

Of mine shall I presume the same ? 

Impossible ! from Heav'n it came : 

Came- to correct this wrangling heart. 

And what but truth can Heav'n impart ?.«. 

Must I then die ? Is death so near ? 

Good Heav'n ! accept this gushing tear ! 

To ev'ry crime thy grace extend ! 

And let that death my sorrows end l- — - 
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But how to break it to my fair? 
For the dread secret she must share ! 
Wam*d, sh6*U prepare herself to die^ . • 
And shine a brighter saint on high. 
The dream was told— *-how struck the dame !' 
High bounds her pulse-^her blood's oa finfte. 
See her in bedl she pants !-^she turns ! 
: '^teraitesi. how fell the fever bums!*- 
She^agone! and, when her heart»stmigB%f4ce9 
Miro felt more thikn half the stroke 1 
By forethought of that di^eadful day» 
UoW mucli was^Miro worn away ! 
But qutbs to lose so lond; a wife. 
It shrinksihiin to a shade of life ! 
E'en liope>. the wafiter!s constant friend. 
That scafoe desexts him. at his end;> 
Hope'jflie»;dicrpiner*s heart ; nor dare 
Tbat heast iisfiOfrtim^ HeaY'n to spare ! 
But certakiv*thal. his doom's decreed, 
llleets death h&dfway ; and dies inde^« A 
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Moral. ' 

.■ • . . . . -•,-.' 

Man at his peril through the future pries; ; . 
What best werejud, Heav*n l^tidesfron^. human 

eyes. 
Hence, there are seasons to be purely, gay ^ ; 
And e'en misfortunes have their proper dayi^. 
Hence Hope* thiat helps life's heavi^^tloadit to 

^ear; . . > 

Hence all the humble confidence of Pray'r ;; 
Hence Res^n^ition palms the pious breast, . 
And all that Heav'n permits, man construes best. 
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WE ARE SEVEN.— SoiKAcy. 

A SIMPLE child, dear brother Siin» 
That lightly draws its breath, 

And feels its life in every limb. 
What should it know of death ? 

I met a little cottage girl. 

She was eight years old, she said. 
Her hair was thick with many a curl 

That cluster'd round her head. 

She had a rustic woodland air. 

And she was wildly clad ; 
Her eyes were fair, and very fair. 

Her beauty made me glad. 

** Sisters and brothers, little maid, . 

** How many may you be ?" 
•* Hoj¥ many ! — seven in all," she said. 

And wondering looked at me. 

** And where are they, I pray you tell?** 

She answer' dj •• Seven are we, 
** And two of us at Conway dwell, 
; *' And two^are gone to sea. 




•*-Two of us in the churdi^yaiid lie, 
' '^* My sister and my }uqthfir, 
** And in the churchryard eot^ge, i . 
^* Dwell near them with my mother. 



t» 
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<' You say that two at Conway dwell, 

** And two are gone to' sea, 
" And yet you are seven, I pray you tell, 

** Sweet maid how this may be/' 



Then did the little maid reply, 
*^ Seven boys and girls are we, 

<< Two of us in the church«yard lie 
** Beneath the chiirch-yard tree. 



»» 



** You run about my little maid, 
" Your limbs are all alive, 

" If two are in the churchoyard laid, 
** Then you are only five." 

** Their graves are green, 

" They may be seen," 
The little maid replied, 

*' Twelve steps or more 

" From mother's door, 
*' And they are side by side. 

^* My stockings there I often knit, 
" My 'kerchief there I hem, 

" And there upon the ground I sit, 
**• I sit and sing to them ; 

** And often after supper, $ir, 
<< When it b light and fair, 

*^ I take my little porrioger, 
*^ Aad eat my supper tbere. 
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**< The first that died was little Jane, 

** In bed she moaning lay, 
** 'Till God released her of her pain« , 

** And then she went away. 

^< So i(i the church-yard she was laid« 

** And, all the summer day» 
^* Together round her. grave we play*d,> 

** My brother John and I. 

*' And when the ground was white with snow» * 

** And I could run and slide, 
V My brother John was forced to go, 

•* And he lies by her side. 

** How many are you then, said I, 

" If they two are in heaven ?" 
The little maiden did reply, 

** Oh, master, we are seven." 

*' But they are dead, those two are dead, 

" Their spirits are in heaven." 
*Twas throwing words away, for still. 
The little maid would have her will. 

And said, " Nay, we are seven," 
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LOUISA. 

*^ O LEND your wings, ye &v*ring ga]«t» 

" And gently wave, the sea, 
** And swell my htisband*s spreading SBxUp 

** And waft him home to me ! 



<< His toils and dai^rs aU are past,^ 
^ And, blest with Fortune's store, 

" From distant climes he comes at last, 
*• To view his native shore. 

** And with hiiii oomeis the faithful youth, 
*• Who gainM ray daughter's love, 

•* Whose virtue, constancy, and truth, 
«* The coldest heart might move. 



«c 

it 
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May aU the graces wait around. 
And heighten all her charms ! 

He comes with weaflth and glory crown*d. 
To my Louisa's arms. 



** Now fancy flies to distant days, 

" And views the lovely pair, 
** And hears the voice of general praise, 

^* Their matchless worth declare. 

** How shall thy mother's heart expand, 

" With JQys unknown before, 
** AVhen thousands bless the bounteous hand* 

*^ Tbat Tjavc thee wealth an4 power I 
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"** Do I not see a distant sail 

•• O'er yonder waves appear? 
** Our urdent vows at length prevail, 
** My heart proclaims them neat. 

^* With US in every joy to share, 
" Our much-lov*d heroes come— 

*** Propitious Heaven, O hear our pray -r, 
** And guide them safely home !** 

*• Propitious Heaven, O hear our prayer,** 

Louisa trembling cried. 
For ah ! the chill blast wavMher hair. 

The rising cloud she spied. 

Near and more near the tempest drew. 

The clouds obscur*d the sky, 
The winds in hoarser murmurs blew. 

The waves weretossM on high : 

And now they dash against the shore. 

And shake the solid ground ; 
The thunder rolls, the torrents roar. 

The lightnings flash around. — 

Ah ! who can paint Louisa* s fear. 

Her agonies impart ? 
The shrieks of death assail her ear. 

And horror chills her heart.— 

At length, the raging tempest o*cr. 
She view'd the fatal coast ; 

A wreck appeaf*d upon the shore- 
She sunk,— *in terror lost. 

N 
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«* My life ! my j^ ! spy pviy lo^V* 
A voice at distaacetari^ :-« 

That voio^ her inmost soul could, ii^v*^. 
She 8ta^ with wild sifffMrize* 

^ Now o*er the beach, with eager lia«te» 

She sees beur He&ry % :*^ 
Ij No more sbe fasls her tenpjE^, pili^ 

/ 'Twas bUssrr'twas .ecili|qy» 



r 



Her ^ed f atb^r- %f^ appeaiVf^ 

He pressM her to h^ jie^; 
Bat a^ hf^ pressed* hifr s^n^am^ig ttpts- 

Some secret gmf.imi^axt^ 

Hii mi;^«}ov*4 wifis. ia tR^i^pp^ fli^ ; 

In all their j<^<tOtshar^,; 
Yet viewf Jher lorfj with af^^j^^ ey^ 

And feels a tti^r fel^r. 

The fond ei9b;cace he xiftreii^^wsii; 

And oft, widi jg^iief ppp/^dy 
The fatal w^M^ ^0^^ ^^ vif W'S, 

And smites Mr^.jtzemhjijjiig Jk>^^a(^. 

" Lo! there," h^ cried, **tbe sad, re^imn^, 

*^ Of my once boasted stpx)B, 
*^ For all t^ fi|iit Qf |d) our .pi^i^ 

** b sunk— tp^ ri3f Jip ^9P^. 

" Yet should ^hii iD^fs^it; ne!^ h^^ve i^fgp^ 
*< For all my fru^j^.f^r^'; 

•* Did sQuxiw «fi?5t PP. W fil?^ 
** My woes I WJ;op^ld)fai^UL: 
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^WiakAlfot thee to j keUTt ttiist gne?e» 

** For the« I pHzM my gain ;'^ 
'* And did I then my child deceive 

" With hopes helicv*d.in vain ? 

** Still to our humble home c6nfinVl» 

** Must mral tSrtks employ 
** A nymph to Mae In courts desig«*d, 

** And brighten ev'ry joy, 

«^ In thcrtight, by pkasii^ ho^ insfMVdl» 

'* I saw mychiM appear, 
•* By all beloved, by all adintted» 

<« The fi^NSt of the fair. 

** I saw bet mis^ to poaip and itai», 

** And rich in fbflVRie^slOto: 
<< I heard *be prttiwtt <^tihie gr«st» 

«« The blessings of 4^ poor. 

** Witll fend deU^ my bosotn glowed, 

« By soothing fkney l6d, 
** And Heaurm the wished suecess. besto#i^'^ 

** But ah ! the dream is fled. 

^< And fhou^ dear paiisiep of each eavs, 
** This anxious heart has known ; 

** Thou too^ With me, hast felt thy share 
** Of hopes, for ever gone. 

" Thythooghtk, like mifie, in time to oome, 

'* A scene of bliss enjoyed, 
*' 'Tf)l one sad moment's fatal dDom 

*' The airy gooddesireiyed. 

If 2 
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*' And thou^ with me, our loss must mourn,- 
" Thy tears with miue descend ; 

^ And thus, alas! my wished return 
•* Our transient joy must end." 

While thus with agonizing sighs 

They viewed the fatal place, 
Louisa]s mild yet stedfast eyes 

Were, fixed on Henry's face : 

By heiv own hearty his heart she knew,: 

She read his virtues there :— 
Ah ! blest indeed' the chosen few 

Who thus each thought can share ! ' 

Serene and: firin their -jgys shall prove. 

And every ehange-eoduije^ ' 
No mean suspicion taint their love,. 

In just esteem secure. 

And npw her soul with transport glows. 

And animates each grace ; 
A smile, beyond wimt pleasure knows. 

Adorns her lovely face. 

^ Ajid is it thus, my friends," she cried, « 

" When every storm is .past, 
^ When all our fears at once subside, 

'* Thus do we meet at last ? 

'<. O lift with me your hearts to Heaven 

'* In strains of ardent praise, 
" With tiXLQ^poit own the blessings given, . 

" To crown our future days. 



<« How« i0l^ «iy lirfenl ptaycvft avoie 

** While terrOYt ilibok tty tout, 
** To HiiB who ocmld the norm aowfom, 

'* And wiQd» «nd wat^ eonirol ? 

'< My ptaytm am heatd«M4iijrfew»lMi gont/ ' 
«* My much-lof«d fHcuds J iee ; 

'* I feel a j«iy till wjm mkko^iwn^*^ 
'* And can ye gtkin) for fi» ? 

** CdttWfiC I ihaned an hisiiibi& ftOfe, 

" Nor wished ki eouHi to ^bfibt ;-« . " 

" The airy dreatn which {^eaicid eiP 1M% < ' 
«< With j^ I A<Mr re(i^(n« 

«< What tho* fi^ scenes tfCgtty Migljl 

*' Amuse eoc^h idle g^iieilt, v 
'* No 60Btty IttxHfiee infiie 

^* To share the spleiKHd feait; 

" Yet Pteaee and kmocettce ihaU ttaile» 

** And purer joys ttfford ; 
<< And L(^e tt^tfvre AoHi de^bt or guile 

'• Shall bktts our kumUe board. 

'* What thd^ we beoit nor wealth nor power, 

** Each sorrow to relieve, 
** A little, from our little store, 

" The poor shall yet reeeive ; 

'* And words of peace shall soothe the weie 

'' Which richer could not heai> 
** And sweet beoevoleace bestow 

** Aneid wlrichaUnuBlieel; 
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** Beyond :the reach of Fy>rtii|ie*s powev 
*< Her gei>tle force extends ; ^ 

** Sl\e.cheei« Affiiction's darke3t hovr» ' 
** And' Joy her steps attends* . 

*^Xho* hereto narrow boinids confined, 

** Ordained U>lowiyviews9 
*^ For ever-ireerlhe Y«rUious.niind 

*^ Her glorious path pursues ; 

** In prosp^^'TOus'State^ib-er all she showers^ 
*f The-vasiou^ blessings given;; 

^ In (iiMl^ life everts her powers^ 
** And trusts th^ rest (o Heaven. 



t4 



The lQ{||{(]ll5elling» of the great 
Full many a yeielch contain, 
<< Who feel the cares.of pomp and state*. 
** But seek their joys in vain :. 

•* Yet^stiMEting^from his short repose, 

" Alarmed at ef*ry blast, ^ 
^ With, anaious fear: be dreads- to lose 

" That gQQdvbe.ne*er. could taste :; .. 

^VAfid; oft heneath the silent shade 

*^ A noble heart remains, 
•* Where HeavjBn*s bright image is displayed^ 
And ev'ry virtue reigns-: 
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^ fic^et ^eace and' joy that heart shall find 

** Unroo\^dbygrief or pain ; 
" Be such the lot^to^Hiaasigned,' ... 

** And Fortune's frowns are vaiik*!"*- 
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'< O ye who taught me bit to know 

** Bright Virtue's sacred flames 
** To whom far^moK than life- 1 owei« 

" Who more than dutyclaim-^- 

** Ah ! let- me dry each tender tear,. 

** And ev'ry doaht destroy, 
^< Dispel at once each anxioi»> fear^s 

" And' call you back to joy^ 



*' Aiid thou,, my. Henry, dearer far 
Than fortune*» richest prize^ /. 
I know thy. heaii— and thou canst dare* 
Her treasuses to* despise : 






^ A purev'Uiss that heart shall prove* 
" From care and sorrow* free^. 

'^'Ceolent with iimocence andlover 
*< With poverty and Me,**—-— 

In transport lost,, and freed lrom> feart^ 
The happy parents smtledy < 

And blushing dried the failings tears,. 
And clasped their matchless child.. 

Her Henry ,^ fixed in silent gaze,. 

Beheld his lovely bride,— • 

** O Heaven, accept ray humble praise U"* 

At length, entrai^ced^ he cried. 



a 



,1go;all my Storms and dangers past,, 
'* If joys like. these succeedj . 
** My utmost wish is crowned at last>^ 
^ And I am rich indeed.. . 
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«*^ Then nse, ye lagmg leiii^iMh ^Me, 

<< And fortune's gifts destroy ; 
*^ Thy Henry gains tfee noblest priae» 

** He feels the purest joy. 

<< Ecstadcfalki fail heart ^all prove 

** From care and sorrow free, 
*< While blest with mnocence and 1ot», 

'' With boundless weakh-^in thee. 

** Sweet Hope o^er every imern shall ehed 

** Her soul'finliv^fi^ ray» 
«• Cekstial i^cacoi by Virtue led, 

** Shall cheer each dostng day. 

** Far from AnJbitionNi train iPemov'd* 
** And Pleasotefff giddy throngs 

** Our blaqicletei^wttrs, fay Hea^eo. appiov'd, 
** Shall gently glide, along. 

*< O may Xcatdi tint sacved fire 

** Which animates tby breast ! 
*< Like thee to noblest heights aspire, 

<< Like thee be truly blest ! 

** Thus shall the p^elisiiig charm of lo>?e 
Bright Virtue's force increase ; 
Thus ev^ry changing scene shall prove 
The rosui to lasting peace ; 

** And thus, tbso' lilb^ our hearts ukall kn«w 

** A more tlian mortal joy, 
** Beyond ^wliat fettmie «an bestow, 

«< Or time or deatlt 4ltiiroy. V 
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THE THRftB WARNINGS.— Mw. Thtale. 

The tree of deepest root is found 
Least willing still to quit the ground r 
'Twas therefore said, by ancient sages, / 

That love of life increased witl\ yearsr 
So much, that in our latter stages, 
When pain» grow sharp, and sickness rages. 

The greatest love of life appears^ 
This great affection to believe. 
Which all confess, but few perceive. 
If old assertions can't prevail. 
Be pleased to hear a modem tale. 

When sports went round, and all were gay,, 
On neighbour DobsonV wedding-day. 
Death called aside the jocund' gfoom 
With him into another room ;. 
And looking grave— ^* You must," says he, 
" Quit your sweet bride, and come with me !"' 
** With you ! and quit my Susan's side !' 
•• With you !" the hapless husband cried : 
<< Young as I am ! His monstrous liard ! 
** Besides, in truth, Tm not prepared : 
«« My thoughts on other matters go, 
«* This is my wedding-day, you know.*' 
What more he urged I have not heard. 

His reasons could not well be stronger ;» 
So Death the poor delinquent spar'd,. 

And left to live a little longer.. 






!»4 FABLES ANO TALES. 

Yet calling up a serious look. 

His hour-glass trembled while he spok< 

<< Neigkbouf," he said, '^ferewell! nom&n 

*< Shall Death disturb your mirthful hour; 

** And farther, to av<ud all blame 

** Of cruelty upon my name, 

** To give yqu time for preparation, 

** And fit you £br your future station, 

** Three several warnings you shall have 

Befo]re you 're summoned to the graw. 

Williiq; for once TU quit my prey» 

** And grant a kind reprieve ; 

In hopes you^U have no more to say, ^ 
** But when 1 call ag^in tkiawi^, 

<« Well pleased <be woHd will kaive.** * 
To these conditicms both consented. 
And paittd pCfiectly (XMitented^ 

What next thcf hem of our tale befell. 
How long he lived, how wise, how well. 
How roundly he pursued hb course. 
And smoked his pipe, and stroked his hotte* 

The willing muse shall tell. 
He chaffered then ; he bought and sold ; 
Nor once perceived his growing old. 

Nor thought of death as near : 
His friends not fedse, his wife no shr^w. 
Many his gains, his children few. 

He passed his hours in peace. 
But while he viewed his weahh increase^ 
While thus along lifers dusty road 
The beaten track content he trod. 
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Old Time, whoii^ luiste ao mortal spare#» 
Uncalled, unheeded, untwarev. 

Brought on his eightieth year. 
And now one night, in musing mood; 

As all alone he sa^. 

The unwelcome men^eo^r of fkte . 
Once more before him sloed. 
Half killed with ai^r and sunprise, 
" So soon returned i" old Dobsoa cries : 
** So soon d*ye call it !" Death replies^: 
" Surely, ray friend, you're but in jest .^ 

*f Since I was here before 
** 'Tis six and forty years at least, 

** And you are now foofsoore !** 
** So much the worse,*' the clown rejoin'd, 
** To si>are the aged would be kind f' < > 
** Beside, you promised me Three Warnings, 
*' Which I have looked for nights and mornings. 
*' i know," cries Dea||^« ** that at the best, 
** I seMom am a welcome guest ; 
'* But doft't be captious, fnend; Itt k«st :— 
«' I little thought yoo'd still be able 

To stump about your farm and stable : 

Your years have run to a great length : 
** I wish you joy, though, of your strength !**— 
^* Hold,** says the farmer, ** not so fast ! 
♦* I have been lame these four years past,*' 
•* And no great wonder,'* Death replies ; 
" However, you still keep your eyes; 
** And sure to see one's loves and friends 
" For legs and arms must make amendv*" 
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«« Perhaps** m^ IMmo% ^' •« U migbit 

** But latterly IVe kat «y aigkl P' 

<< This is a shocking laUi tin tma» 

*< But still thttre'a coaifori 1^ ibf you ; 

** Each strives your sadness la amuseir 

** I warrant you ]|6ar aU Uie news*" 

** There^s none," cries be^ << and if theie weMn 

** I'm grown so dea^ I CMild not h«a»«*' 

** Nfl^y theBg" the spectie stem n^nedi 

** These am vnjtifitifiable yeamkigs ;*' 
** If you are laaie) and deal^ aftd hUnda 

** YouVe had your three sufficieat ¥%riiiiifB i 
** So come along I aq nore we*U paH^" 
He said ; and touched hjm with his dart : 
And now rid Dohaott^ tutning pak„ 
Yields to his W I > j » S o eadi mjf taie« 
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EXTRACTS 



FROM SOME OF 



OUR MOST ADMIRED POETS. 



SPENSER, 

rHOM AN HYMN OP HEAVENLY LOVE. 

O Thou most blessed Spirit, pure lampeof ligbt, 

Eternal spring of grace and wisdome true. 
Vouchsafe to shed into my barren spright 
Some little drop of thy celestial dew. 
That may my rimes with sweet infuse embrew. 
And give me words equall unto my^thought. 
To tell the marveiles by thy mercy wrought. 

Rouze, lift thyself, O earth, out of thy soyle. 
In which thou wallow'st like to filthy swine, 
And doost thy mind in durty pleasures moyie. 
Unmindful of ^t dearest LdRD of thine ; , 
Lift up to Him thy heavy clouded eyne, . 
That thou His soveraigne bounty m^ist behold. 
And read through love His merae».m»ufold. 
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Begin from first where He encradled was 

Tn simple cratch^ wrapt in a wad of hay. 
Between the toylefull oxe and humhle asse. 
And in what rags, and in bow base array 
The glory of our heavenly riches lay. 

When Him the silly shepheards came to see. 
Whom greatest princes sought on lowest knee. 

Fr^m thence ijead on the stor}' of tiis life. 

His humble carriage, His unfaulty waies, 
His cancred foes. His fights. His toyle. His strife. 
His pains. His poverty. His sharp assays^ 
Through which he past His miserable dayes. 
Offending none, and doing good to all. 
Yet being malicM botih of great and small. 

And4ook at last, hew of most wretched ^ghts 

He taken was, betrayed, and false accused, 
Mow with most'sooniful tamtto, and fell despights 
Hdwas vevii'd, ^insgt^*d, and foul abused. 
How s(K>iiiig*d, hew crowned, how buffeted, how 
bf used ; 
An4, lastly, how -^twi«t robbers cracffidje, 
Wifb -bkter wmmds through hands, throi^K 
'^eet^ throughside. 

Then 'let fhj -fKnty heart, that l^fels no pain, 
JSnpieteed'be wfth 'pitifWI-remofse, 

And let 'thy bosom bleed in ev'ry vein 
At ni^ erf 4Ii8r most sacred heavenly corse 
So tavn and mangled with malicious force ; 
And 4et ffay seuU whose stns^ His sorrows 

Melt into tears, and gprone in grieved thought. 
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With «eiise wbexeof, whilst so thy softn^d spirit 
Is inly toucb'd, and buuhled with meek zeal 
Through meditatioQ of His endless merit. 
Lift up thy miod to the Author of thy weali 
And to His soveraign mercy do appeal; 
Learn Him to Ipve that loved thee so dear, 
And in thy breast His blessed image bear* 



VROm AN JiY«y OF HBAVENLY BBAUTY« 

HvMnLSD wi^ fear and awful reverence, 

Before the footstool of His majesty 
Throw thyself down, with trembling innocence. 
Nor dare look up with oorntptible<^e 
On the drad face of thai great Dsitib ; 
for fear lest, if He chance io hxik on thee, 
Thoti turn to nought, andquite confounded be. 

But lowly fall before His Mercy-seat, 

Close cover'd with the Lamb's integrity 
From the just wrath of His avefigeful threat. 
That sits upon the righteous throne on high r 
His throne is built upon eternity. 
More firm and durable than steel or brass. 
Or the hard diamond, which them both doth 
pass. 

P2 
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His sceptre is the rod of righteousness. 

With which he bruseth all his foes to dust, 
And the great dragon strongly doth repress, 
Under the rigoui: of his judgment just ; 
His seat is truth, to which the faithful trust. 
From whence proceed her beams so pure and 

bright, 
That all about Him sheddeth glorious light. 

With the great glory of that wond*rous light 

His throne is all encompassed around. 
And hid in his own brightness from the sight 
Of all that look thereon with eyes unsound ; 
And underneath His feet are to be found 
Thunder, and lightning, and tempestuous fire. 
The instruments of His avenging ire. 

But unto all fie daily doth display. 

And shew himself in th* image of His grace. 
As in a looking glasse, through which He may 
Be seehe of all His creatures vile and base. 
That are unable else to see His face ; 
His glorious face, which gUstereth else so bright 
That th* angels selves cannot endure His sight. 

Ah, then, my himgry soul ! which long hast fed 

On idle fancies of my foolish thought. 
And with false beauty's flattering bait misled, 
Hast after vain deceitful shadows sought. 
Which all are fled, and now have left thee nought 
But late repentance through thy folly's prief. 
Ah ! cease to gaze on matter of thy grief. 
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And look at last up to that sovereign Light, 
From whose pure beams aUl perfect beauty 
springs. 
That kindleth love in every godly spright,-^- 
Even the love of God, which loathing brings 
Of this vile world, and these gay-seeming things; 
With whose sweet pleasures being so possest. 
Thy straying thoughts henceforth for ever rest. 



SHAKSPEARE. 

« 4 

Mercy.— FafMi/y Shdhspeare, vol. iii. p. 63, 

The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 
It droppeth as the gentle rain from heav'n 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice bless*d ; 
Itrblesseth him that gives, and him that takes* 
'Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown i 
His sceptre shows the force of temporal power. 
The attribute to awe and majesty. 
Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 
But mercy is above this scepterM sway : 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings ; 
It is an attribute to God himself; 
And earthly power doth then show likest God*s 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
The' justice be thy plea, consider this, 

o3 
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That in the eoturse of justiee none of us 
Should see salvation. We do pray for mercy ; 
And that same pray'r doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. 



Country Life.— Fam% Shakspeare, vol. iit, 

p. 103. 

N0W9 my co-matesy and brothers in exile. 
Hath not old custom made this li£e more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp I are not these woods 
More free from peri^ than the ciaviouft court ^ 
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam, 
The season's difference ; as, the icy phang. 
And churlish chiding of the winter's wind. 
Which, when it bites atid blows upon my bddy. 
Even 'till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say 
This is no flattery : these are counsellors. 
That feelingly persuaid'e me what I am. 
Sweet Are the uses of adversity, 
Whith, like the toid, ugly and venomous. 
Wears yet a predous jewel in his head : 
And thiiB our life, exempt from public haunt. 
Finds tongues iti trees, books in the running brooks. 
Sermons in stofies> and good in every thing. 
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Th^ WMiMUeitiriKMnr wfittrly iD^tbeHuJIik , 
.the' beaveM tiliM6lv«% tbtphiMli, aolllii^ 

oenter, 
Obetrftf d^pnoa, tpMrilft MiA pla^ 

OflSoe, Mrf Biirtiii» itt attliaB eC gate : 
Aad iImnIsii^ kllM gtoripwflaiM^ S(^ 
In noble ewiwnee «»dinit*d aadfpbtr*d 
Amidst the other i i^Mie iMd'ckuJU* eye . 
Corrects the ill aspecU of planets evil. 

And potti^ like the commandaient of a Idngt 
Sana check, to good andhad: But when the planets,. 

In eril mixture, to disorder wander. 

What plagues, and what potfeiits ? what mutiny ?; 

What rag^ of the sea? shakii^ of earth? 

Commotion lu the windi ? frights, changes, horrois, . 

IHvert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of stales 

Quite from tdeir fixture? 0, when degree- is 

shakM, 
MThich is'the ladder of all high desigiui. 
The enterprize is sick ! How could communities, , 
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities, . 
Peaceful commerce £rom dindable shores, .^ 

o4 
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The primogenitive and due of birth, 
Prerogatiye of age, crowns, sceptres, laurels. 
But by degree, stand in authentic place ? 
Take but degree away, untune that string. 
And, hark, what discord follows ! each thing 

meets 
In mere oppugnancy. The bounded waters 
Should lift their bosoms higher than the shores. 
And make a «op of all this- solid globe : 
Strength should be lord of imbecility. 
And the rude son should strike his father dead: 
Force should be right, or, rather, right and wrong 
(Between whose endless jar justice resides,) 
Should lose their names, and so should justice too. 
Then every thing includes itself in power. 
Power into will, will into appetite. 



COWLEY. 
From Martial, lib. ii, epig. 53. 

Would you be free ? 'Tis your chief wish, you say; 
Come on> 1*11 shew thee, friend, the certain way. 
If to no feasts abroad thou lov'st to go. 
Whilst bounteous God does bread at home bestow; 
If thou the goodness of thy clothes dost prize 
By thine own use^ and not by others' eyes ; 
If (only safe from weathers) thou canst dvvell 
In a small hoiise, but a convenient shell ; 
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If thous without a s^h or golden wish, • 
Canst look upoa thy beechen bowl and di^fai ; 
If in thy mind such power and greatness be. 
The Persian king's a slave^ compared with thee. 



MILTON. 
From the Paradise Lost. — ^Book iii. 1. 1. 

Hail, holy light, offspring^of Heav*n first-born. 
Or of th' etemtkl co-«tema4 beanir^ . . 
May I.express thee unblam*d ? since God is light, 
And never but in unapproached light 
Dwelt from eternity, dwelt then in thee. 
Bright, effluence of bright essence increate. 
Or, hear' St thou rather pure ethereal stream,. 
Whose fountain who shall tell ? before the sun> 
Before the heav*ns thou wert, and at the voice 
Of God, as with a mantle didst invest 
The rising world of waters dark and deep. 
Won from the void and forratless infinite* 
Thee I re-visit now with bolder wing, 
EscapM the Stygian pool, though long detain'd,^. 
And feel thy sovereign vital lamp ; but thou. 
Re-visit*st not these eyes, that roll in vain 
To find thy piercing ray. Yet not the more 
Cease I to wander where the Muses haupt. 
Clear spring, or shady grove, or sunny hill, . 
Smit with the loye of sacred song ; but chief 
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Thee» Sion, and the iow^ry brboltt beiftath. 
That waAt thjr hallowM faet^ and w«fblittg ftovr^ 
Nightly 1 visit: as the wakeful bird 
Sings darMing, aiid, in shadiest eov^rt hid, 
.Tunes her nocturnal note. Thus with the year 
Seasons return, but not to me returns 
Day, or the sweet approach of ev'n or mom. 
Or sight of vernal bloom, or summer*s rose. 
Or flocks, or herds, or human face divine ; 
But cloud instead, and ever-during dark 
Surrounds me, from the cheerful wajrs of men 
Cut off, and for the book of knowledge fedx, 
Pi^^i^t^ wilh a univcKMl hkaak 
Of Nature's woik^,^ to me ^ptSigM and ras'd, 
AaA wisdom at'Cne etitmace qtfii^ stot eot. 
So much th« tkih^f t^oci oetesfial light, 
Shine inn^trd, andi^ mind thtOfl^ all her powers 
Irradiate, i^tme ^ttfiit «y«8, atl ftiistfrom tllftttca 
Purge md di^>€ifse, th^t I tttay s^e and tell 
Of^fings invisible to Inortal d^ght^ 



From thb samb. Book iv* L 32. 

O THOtT fihai, with surpassing glofy cioMitoM, 
Look'st ffott thy sole <]btMiflkm Mke the god 
Of this D^ world; at wMdUe sight all the stats 
Hide fhetr d^itli^i^d head«; to thee I call. 
But with m (Vi«ttdly vde^'ttnd add thy name, 
Osun, to IdHhaer how I tiMe thy beftiMs, 
That Mug 10^ lay VMotfiHMaiieef'ft'om wliat state 



«■*> xri'At 



'MSfik itx 



*Till Pride ud ^iraM AialiiHw tilwiir^tttt doim 
Warnng in beav*!! igiwt bes^^ii^ IMe^^ 
Ah} wlierefora I Htf d^0e#y*d'M MKh Wlirii 
F^rom me, whoift He xMttlad IrlM I #1^ 
In AbI tiriglUf e«riMiic0» «Bd frtOi ffi» f^ 
Upbraided node ; wnt fta ffii ferriee lutfd'. 

What ecraM be len Ihan to iA|d 1Mb f^^ 
The earieat iee(Hnpeiiee» ttid pA3fOffiftB 4^^ 
How due I yet all Hii good proved iJHk me^. 
And wrought but fludioe. lilted vpiielogli,' 
I *aMii*d anbjectiQBi} and thoi^ght one iH|> b^l^ker, 
Woi«dd set me higheM, a«d mn WMneMi qait . 
The debt inuneaaeef eiidl ii i giatjtodey 

So btHtheBaiMe MU jpa^ im to eiMT 
Foigetrifl what hma Him I idn tedeff«% 

And understood not that a grateffd-miid 
By owittg o)#es fiot, but aliU payi^ at 0^ 
Iftdebted and diacluttfU What b^ 
b had His powerful destinjroidainM * - 
Me some inferior aogeU I Ind stood 
Then ha|^; no unbbuQded hope b«d raised 
Ambition. . 



FilOM COMUa.^ 



Peace, brother, be not over exquisite 

To cast the fashion of imcertain evils ; 

For grant they be so, wbile they rest unknown. 

What need a man forestall his date of grief. 
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And r^n to meet what he would most avoid ?' 

Or if they be but false alanns of fear. 

How bitter is such self-delusion ? 

I do not think my sister so to seek. 

Or so unprinciplied in virtue*s book. 

And the sweet peace that goodness bosoms ever,. 

As that the single want of light and noise 

(Not being in* danger, as I trust she is not,) 

Could stir the constant mood of her calm thoughts^ 

And put them into mis-becoming plight. 

Virtue could see to do what Virtue would 

By her own radiant light, though sun and moon 

Were in the flat sea sunk. And Wisdom*s self 

Oft seeks to sweet retired solitude. 

Where, with, her best nurse. Contemplation, 

She plumes^ her feathers and lets grow her wings,. 

That in the various bustle of resort 

Were all too ruffled, and sometimes impaired* 

He that has light within his own clear breast. 

May sit i' th' center,, and enjoy bright day ; 

But he that hides a dark soul, and foul thought&^ 

Benighted walks under the mid-day sun ^ 

Himself is his own dungeon. 
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DRYDEN, 

The Dei^t confuted.— From the Religio 

Latci» 

Thus man by his own strength ta heav*n would 

soar. 
And would not be oblig'd to God for more. 
Vain wretched creature, how art thou milled 
To think thy wit these God-like notions bred I 
These truths' are not the product of thy mind» 
But dropt from heav*n, and of a nobler kind. 
Reveal'd Religion first inlbimM thy sights 
And Reason saw not, ^till Faith sprung the light. 
Hence all thy natural worship takes the source^ 
*Tis Revelation what thou think'st Discourse ; 
Else, how com*st thou to see these truths so dear. 
Which so obscure to heathens did appear ? ^ 
Not Plato these, nor Aristotle found ; 
Nor he, whose wisdom oracles renowned. 
Hast thou- a wit so deep, or so sublime ? 
Or canst thou lower dive, or higher climb ? 
Canst thou, by reason, more of Godhead know 
Than Plutarch, Seneca, or Cicero ? 
Those giant wits, in happier ages bom, 
(When arms and arts did Greece and Rome adorn] 
Knew no such system ; no such piles eould raise 
Of natural worship, built on prayer and praise. 
To one sole God. 
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Nor did remorse, to expiate sin, prescribe^ 
But slew their fellow creatures for a bribe : 
The guiltless victim groan'd for their offence. 
And cruelty and blood was penitence. 
If sheep and oxen could atone for men, 
Ah ! at how cheap a rate the rich might sin ! . 
And great oppressors might Heav*n*s wrath beguile 
By offering his own creatures for a spoil ! 

Dar*st thou, poor worjn, offend Infinity ? 
And must the terms of peace be giv*n by thee ? 
Then thou art Justice in the last appeal ; 
Thy easy God instructs thee to rebel ; 
And, like a kmg remote and weak, must take 
What satisfection thou art pleas'd to make. 

But if there be a Pow*r too just and strong 
To wink at crimes, and bear unpunished wit»^ ; 
Look humbly upward, see His will disclose 
The forfeit first, and then the fine impose ; 
A mulct thy poverty could never pay. 
Had not Eternal Wisdom found the way. 
And with celestial wealth supplied thy store ; 
His justice makes the fine. His mercy quits ^h^ 

score. 
See God descending in thy human frame ; 
Th' offended suff 'ring in th' offender's name ; 
All thy misdeeds to Him imputed see. 
And all His righteousness devolved on thee. 

For granting we have sinn'd, and that th' offence 
Of man is made against Omnipotence, 



And inAoitii wMl itfflnite \k W€f^|fll'tfl« 
Seelll«BtitetMill6tt: iMuiMMf^vM, 
Not IpBid, df paid iiMiiqaitt itt fHMe^ 
What farther means oan Reaioii ixm diitct. 
Or what refief from haman wH expect.? - 
ll!«t ahowB uf sick^ and sadly are we sure 
Still to be sick^ 'tifl Hea>r*h reveal the c&re» 
If then BeaT Vs will must needs he understood* 
(Which musty if w^ want cure, and Heairen le 

good,) 
Let all recosds of «iU revealed be .shown. 
With Scripture ail in equal l^atanoa duowiir 
Ami ow.ooe saitivd BodL wiH be that oike»= 

Proof needs not h«e, for whelber M cOmfMr 
That iaipioiis, idle» suf^ecstilioui ware 
Of rites, l«Bti«tk)atty offeiinfi (whieh btfpfe 
In various -agea various eonlitraeS'bnie^)- 
With Chrijrtitti faith and mtufls» ^ fthall tad 
None answeriig the great ends «f hMwii kbd w 
But this oae rule of life : that shews us bast 
How Goj^may he appeased, and inovtals biesu 
Whether Irom length of time its worth we draw. 
The world is scarce more ancient than the liaw. 
Heav*n*s eariy care prescribed for crery age. 
First in the soul, and after in tiie page* 
Or, whether more abstractedly we lode 
Or on the writers, or the written Book, 
Whence, but from HeaT*n, could men unskiird in 

arts, 
bi several ages bom, in several parts. 
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Weave such agreeing trutha ? or how, or why 
Should all conspire to cheat us with a lie ? 
Unask*d their .pains, ungrateful their advice. 
Starving theis gain, and martyrdom^ their pric^ ? 

If on the Book itself we cast our view, 
^lloncurrent heathens prove the story true ; 
The doctrine, miracles, which must convince. 
For Heaven in them appeals to common sense ; 
And though they prove not, they confirm the cause» 
When what is taught agrees^ with nature^s laws. 

Then for the style, majestic and divine, 
Jt speaks no less than God in ev'ry line : 
Commanding words ; whose face is still the same 
As the first fiat that produc'd our frame. 
All hhhs beside, or did by arms ascend. 
Or sense indulged has made mankind their ^end : 
This only doctrine does our lusts oppose ; 
Unfed by natU7e*s soil in which it grows r 
Cross to our interests, curbing sense and sin, 
Oppres^M without, and undermin'd within^ 
It thrives through pain, its own tormentors tires. 
And with a stubborn patience still aspires. 

To what can reason such effects assign 
Transcending nature, but to laws divine ? 
Which in that sacred Volume are contained ;. 
Sufficient, clear, and for that use ordain*d^ 
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The CHARACTiER OP A GOOD Parsox.-^ 
Lnitated from Chaucer. 

A pamlrpriest was of the pilgrim-trftio^ 

An awful, revefend, and religious man ; 

His eyes diffused a venerable grace. 

And charity itself was iiv his fiaioe.. 

Rich was bia soul, though his attire was poor ; 

(As God had clothed His own ambassador ;) 

For such, on earth. His blessed Redkbmbr bore*. 

Of sixty years be seemed, and well might last 

To sixty more, but that he lived too fast ; 

Refined himself to soul, to curb the sense ; ^ 

'And made almost a sin of abstinence. 

Yet had his aspect nothing of severe. 

But such a face as promised*'bim sincere. 

Nothing reserved or sullen was to see. 

But sweet regards and' pleasing sanctity ; 

Mild was hfs accent, and his action free. 

With eFoquence innate his tongue was armed ;• 

Tho' harsh the precept, yet the preacher charmed*? 

For, letting down the golden chain from high. 

He drew his audience upward to the sky ; 

And oft with holy hymns he charmed their ears,, 

(A music more melodious than^the spheres.) 

For David left him, when he went to rest. 

His lyre ; and after him, he sung the best. 

He bore his great commission in his look, 

B ut sweetly temperedawe, and softened all hespokeu 
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He preached the joys of heaven^ and pains of hell. 
And warned the sinner with becoming zeal. 
But on eternal mercy loved to dwell. 
He taught the Gospel rather than the Law, 
And forced hitnself to drive ; but loved to draw. 
For fear but freezes minds ; but love, like heat. 
Exhales the soul sublime, to seek her native seat* 
To threats the stubborn sinner oft is hard. 
Wrapped in hismmes, against the storm prtpBMd ^ 
But, when the milder beams of mercy play, 
He melts, and jthrows his cumb*rou8 cloak. away. 
Lightnix^ and thunder (Heaven's artiilery) 
As harbingers before th' Almighty fly : - 
Those but proclaim his stile, and disappear ; 
The stiller sound succeeds, and God is theve^ 

The tythes, his parish freely paid, he took ; 
But never sued, or cursed with bell and book« 
With patience bearing wrong, but offering none. 
Since ev'ry man is free to lose his own. 
The country-churls, according to their kind, . 
(Who grudge their dues, and love to be behind,;} 
The less he sought his off 'rings, pinched the more. 
And praised a priest contented to be poor. 

Yet, of his little he had some to spare. 

To feed the famished, and to clothe the bare ; 

For mortified he was to that degree, 

A poorer than himself he would not see. 

True priests, he said, and preachers of the word> 

Were only stewards of their sovereign Lord ; 

Nothing was their's, but all the public store: 

Intrusted nche», to relieve the poor. 



Who,' shonki thtf itM for mnt tffhn relief. 
He judged hiaiself ttecottrplice with the thief. 

Wide was his parish; irot ccmtracted close 

In streets, hut here and: there a stiaggling hous^; 

Yet stULhe waa at haad^ unthout re(]taest. 

To serve the sick, to^suceour the- distiesKd : 

Tempting on ibot^ alone, without affr^ht^ 

The dangers of a dark tempestuous uigbt« 

All this the good old man performed alon«y 
Nor spared his pains ; for curate he had none* 
Nor durst he trust another with has care ;• 
Nor rode himself to Paul's^ the pahlic fair : 
But duly watched his flock, hy night and day. 
And from the prowling wolf redeemed the pxey. 
And hm^^ sent the wily fox away.r 

The proud he tamed,^ the penitent he- cheer'd» 
Nor to rd[>uke the rich^ offender feared* 
His preaching, much, huf more hispsaoticerwrought; 
(A living sermon* of the troths, he taught ;) 
For this hy rules severe his life he st^uar^d^- 
That all might see the doctrine which they heard^ 
Forpriests,^ he said, are patterns for the rest. 
The gold of Heaven, who hear the God imprest^ 
, But when the precious coin is kept unclean. 
The Sovereign's image is no longer seen* 
If they he foul» on whom the people, trusty 
Well may the baser brass contract » rust. 

The prelate, for his holy life, be priz*d ; 
The worldly pomp of prelacy dee{MS-d. 
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His Saviovr came not with a gaiady show, . 

Nor was his kingdom of the world below. 

Patience in want, and poverty of mind. 

These marks of Church andChurchmen He design'd^ 

And living taught, and dying left behind. 

The crown He wore was* of the pointed thorn ;■ 

In purple He was crucified, not born. 

They who contend for place and high degree. 

Are not His sons, but those of Zebedee. 

Not, but he knew the signs: of earthly power 
Might well become Saint Peter^s successor : 
The holy father holds a double reign,— 
The prince may keep his pomp ; the fisher must 
be plain. 

Such was the saint who shone with ev*ry grace,. 

Refieeting, Moses-like, his Maker's face. 

OoD saw His image lively was expressed. 

And His own work, as in creation, blessed. 

The tempter saw him too, with envious eye. 

And, as on Job, demanded leave to try. 

He took the time when Richard was deposed. 

And high and low" with happy Harry clos'd. 

This prince, tho* great in arras, the priest with-^ 

stood : 
Near tho' he was, y«t not the next of blood. 
Had Richard, unconstrained, resigned the throne, 
A king can give no more than is his own ; 
The title stood entailed, had Richard had a son. 

Conquest, an odious name, was laid asie ; 
Where all submitted, none the battle tried. . 
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The senseless plcfa of right by Providence 
Was, by a flattering priest, invented since, 
And lasts no longer than the present sway. 
But justifies the next who comes in play. 

The people's right remains ; let those who dare 
Dispute their power^ when they the judges are. 

He joined not in their t^oice ; because lie knew 
Worse might, and often did, from change «Dsue« 
Much to himself he thought, but little spoke. 
And, undeprived, his benefice forsook* 

Now, through the land his cure of souls he 

stretched. 
And like a primitive apostle preached. 
Still cheerful— ever constant to his call ; 
By many followed, loved by most, admired by all. 
With what he begged, hiis. brethren he reliev'd; 
And gave the charities himself received. 
Gave while he taught, and edified the more» . 
Because he shewed by proof, 'twas easy to be pooor. 

• 

He went not, with the crowd, to see a shrine. 
But fed us by the way, with food divine^ 
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PABNEIX. 
The Hermit. 

Far in a wild« unknown to public view. 
From youth to age a rev'rend Hermit grew ; 
Tbe BUMS i&is bed, the cave his h.umble cell». 
His fbodihe fruits, bis drink the crystal well : 
Remoteirom man^ with God he pasa'ddie da^rs, 
6ray*r all his bus'ness, all his pleasure prtiM* 

A life so sacred, such serene r^iose, 

Seem*d heav*n itself, *till bne suggestioQ rote ; 

That Vice should triumph. Virtue Vice obey. 

This sprung some doubt of Providenoe'a sway : 

His hofiesiio mc«e a certwn prosped boast. 

And all the tenour of his soul n lost t 

So when a smooth expanse reoeires impfest 

Calm nature*s image on its watery breast, 

Down bend ^e banl^a, the trees depending grow. 

And skies beneath with answering colours glow : 

But if a stone the gentle sea divide. 

Swift ruffling circles curl on every side. 

And glimmering fragments of a broken sun. 

Banks, trees, and skies in thick disorder run« 

To dear this doubt, to know the world by sight. 
To find if books, or swains, report it right ; 
(For yet by swains alone the world he knew. 
Whose feet came wand'ring o*er the nightly dew) 
He quits Us cell ; tb^ pil^^m staff he bore, 
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And fix*d the scallop in his hat before ; 
Then with the snn a rising jooniej went^ 
Sedate to thinks and watcfaii^ eadi ereoL 

The mom was wasted in the pathtw grass^ 
And long and knesome was the wild to fiasi; 
But wh«i the southern son had wanB*d the day, 
A youth eame posting o*er a croisiiig way; 
His raiment decent, his complexion lair. 
And soft in graoefnl Tii^;let» waT*d Us hair. 
Then near approachii^, *< Father, hail!**becned; 
And, «*Hail, my son !** the veveicDd siie replied ; 
Words followVl words, fHna yiw ti o o iaawir 
flowM, 
^ And talk of various kind deoeiv*d dw toad : 
*Till each with other pleM*d, and loth to part. 
While in their age they differ, join in he«t ; 
Thus stands an aged «lm ia ivy boraid. 
Thus youthful ivy elaspsla elm aiomKL 

Now sunk the sun ; the dosing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with sober grey ; 
Nature in silence bid the world repose : 
When near the road a stately palace rose : 
There by the moon through ranks of trees they 

pass 
Whose verdure crown'd their sloping sides of 

grass* 
It chanced the noble master of the dome 
Still made his house the wand'ring stranger's 

home : 
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Yet still the kindness, from a thirst of praise» 
Proved the vain flourish of expensive ease. 
The pair arrive; the liv'ried servants wait ; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
The table groans with costly piles of food. 
And all is more than hospitably good. 
Then led to rest, the day's long toil they drown. 
Deep sunk in sleep, and silk, and heaps of down. 

At length 'tis mom, and at the dawn of day. 
Along the wide canals the zephyrs play ; ' 
Fresh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creeps 
' And shake the neighb'ring wood to banish sleep. 
Up rise the guests, obedient to the call ; 
An early banquet decked the splendid hall ; 
Rich luscious wine a golden goblet graced. 
Which the kind master forced the guests to taste. 
Then pleased and thankful, from the porch they go ; 
And, but the landlord, none had cause of woe c 
His cup was vanished ; for in secret guise 
The younger guest purloined the glittering prize. 

As one who spies a serpent in his way, 

Glist'ning and basking in the summer ray. 

Disordered stops to shun the danger near. 

Then walks with faintness on, and looks with fear: 

So seemed the sire ; when, far upon the road. 

The shining spoil his wily partner showed. 

He stopped with silence, walked with trembling 

heart. 
And much he wished, but durst not ask to part : 
Murm'ring he lifts his^eyes, and thinks it hard. 
That generous actioas meet a base reward. 
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While thus they pass, the sun his glory shrouds* 
The changing skies hang out their sable clouds ; 
A sound in air presaged approaching rain. 
And beasts to -covert scud across the plain. 
WamM by the signs, the wandering pair retreat. 
To seek for shelter at a neighbVing seat. 
^Twas built with turrets, on a rising ground. 
And strong, and large, and unimproVd arouiKl:; 
Its owner's temper, tinf rous and severe. 
Unkind and griping, caus*d a desert there. 
As near the miser's heavy doors they 4rew, 
Fierce rising gusts with sudden fury blew; 
The nimble light'ning, mix'd with show'rs, i^egan. 
And o'er their heads loud-xoUing thunder xan. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Driv'ji by the wind, and hatter'd by the jrain^ 

At length some pity warm'd the master's breast, 
{'Twasthen his thuesiiold first receiv'id a guest,) 
4SI0W creaking turns the door with jealous care. 
And half he welcomes in the shiv'ring pair.; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walla. 
And Nature's fervour through their limbs recalls 4 
Bread of the coarsest sort, with eager wine, 
^Each hardly granted) serv'd them both to dine.; 
And when the tempest first appear'd tocease» • 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 

With still remark the pond'ring hermit viewM 
In one so rich, a life so poor and rude ; 
And why should such (within him9elf he .cried,) 
Lock the lost weahh a thousand want beside ? 
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But what new marks of wonder soon took place. 
Id every settHng feature of bis face. 
When from his veaft the ydung companion bore 
That cup, the genVous landlord ownM before, - 
And paid profinely with the precious bowl 
The stinted kindness of this churlish soul ! 

But now the clouds in airy tumult fly« 

The sun emerging opes an azure sky ; 

A fresher green the smelling leaves display. 

And glittering as they tremUe, cheer the day ; 

The weather courts them from the poor retreat. 

And the glad master bolts the wary gate. 

While hence they walk, the pilgriiti*s bosom 

wrought 
With all the travel of uncertain thought ; 
Hb partner-8 acts without their cause appear, 
*Twas there a vice, and seemM a madness here ; 
Detesting that and pitying this, he goes. 
Lost and confounded with the various shows. 

Now nightVs dim shades again involve the sky ; 
Again fhe wand'rers want a place to lie ; 
Again they siearch, and' find a lodging nigh. 
The soil imprOfv'd around, the mansion neat. 
And neither poorty low nor idly great ; 
It seem'd to speak its master^s turn of mind, 
Content, and not for praise, but virtue kind. 

Hither the walkers turn with weary feet. 
Then bleto'tfie itraiMion, and the master greet : 
Their gireeting'&ir, besldW'd with modest guise. 
The courteous master heaf^, and thus replies : 
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** \Mthout a vain, without a gradging hearty 
** To iRtn who giiriEs us all I yield a part; 
** From Him you come, for Him accept it here, 
*^ A frank and sober, more than costly cheer«" 
He spoke, and bid the welcome table spread. 
Then talkM of virtue 'tiU the time of bed. 
When the grave household round his hall repair, 
Wam*d by a bell, and close the hours with pt^'r« 

At length the world, renewM by calm repose, 
Was strong for toil, the dappled mom arose ; 
Before the pi^rims part, the younger crept 
Near the closed cradle where an in^t slept. 
And writhM his neck, the landlord's little pride : 
O strange return ! grew black, and gasp*d, anddied« 

Horror of horrors ! what ! hid only son 1 
How looked our hermit when the fact^ras dolM ? 
Not hell, though helPs blacJk jaws in sunder ^rt. 
And breathe blue fire, could more assault his heart. 

Confus*d, and struck with silence at the deed. 
He* flies, but trembling faiils to fly with speed. 
His steps the youth pursues ; the oomitry lay 
PerplexM with roads,— a servant showM the way : ' 
A river cross'd the path ; the passage o*er 
Was nice to find, the servant trod before ; 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge supplied. 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide. 
The youth, who seem'd to watch a time to sin, 
Approach'd the careless guide, and thrust him .in; 

p2 
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Plunging he falls, and rising lifts his head. 
Then flashing turns, and sinks among the d^d. 

Wild sparkling rage inflames the father^s eyes : 
He bursts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
** Detested wretch !" — ^But scarce his speech began 
When the strange partner seem*d no longet man : 
His youthful face grew more serenely sweet ; 
His robe tumM white, and flowM upon his feet ; 
Fair rounds of radiant points invest his hair ; 
Celestial odours breathe through purpled air ; 
And wings, whose colours glitter'd on the day. 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes display. 
The form ethereal bursts upon his sight. 
And moves in all the majesty of light. 

Though loud at first the pilgrim's passion e^rew. 
Sudden he gaz*d, and wist not what to do ; 
Surprise in secret chains his words suspends. 
And in a calm his settling temper ends. 
But silence here the beauteous angel broke, 
(The voice of music ravished as he spoke.) , 

•' Thy pray'r, thy praise, thy life to vice unknoYi'^ 
** In sweet memorial rise before the throne : 
*' These charms success in our bright region find, 
'* And force an angel down to calm thy mind ; 

For this comtnission'd, I forsook the sky ; 

Nay, cease to kneel— thy fellow-servant I. 

•'Then know the truth of government divine, 
" And let these scruples be no longer thine. 
* 'The Maker justly claims that world He made, 
*' In this the right of Providence is laid ; 
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" Its sacred majesty through all depends 
** On ustng second means to work His ends : 
" 'Tis thus, willidmwn in sUte from human eye, 
« The Pbwer exertB His attributes on high, 
'< Your actions uses, nor controls your will, 
** And bids the doubting sons of men be still. 

*^ What strange events can strike with more surr 

prize, 
*' Than those whichlately struck thy wond'ringeyes? 
'< Yet taught by these, confess* th' Almighty just^ 
** And where you can*t unriddle, learn to trust. ' 

** The great" vain man, who farM on costly food, 
** Whose life was too luxurious to be good,- 
** Who made bis iv*ry stands with, goblets shine, 
* * And forc*d his guests to morning draughts of wine,. 
*^ Has, with the cup, the graceless custom lo6t, 
«< And still' he welcomes, but with less of cost. 

*^ The mean suspicious wretch, whose bolted door 
** Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wandering poor ; 
** With hiin I left the cup, to teach his mind 
<< That Heav*n can bless, if mortals will be kind. 
'* Conscious of wanting worth, he views the bowl,. 
** And feels compassion touch his grateful souU 
<< Thus artists melt the sullen ore of lead, 
<< With heaping coals of fire upon its head ; 
** In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow,. 
'* And, loose from dross, the silver runs below. 

'* Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
'' But now the child half wean'd his heait from^ 
God: 

f3 
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Child of hit age» for him he liv'd in pBin, 
And measured beck his steps to earth agaiiw 
To whatexceaaes had his dotage run ? 
But God, to save the £aither, took the 80o» 
To all but thee, in fits he seem'd to go, 
(And 'twos, my ministry to deal the blow.), 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the dust> 
Now owns in tears the punishment was josU 

But Ih>w had all his fortune felt a rack. 
Had that i&lse terraat sped in safety back ?'. 
This night his trcasarM heaps^he meant t^ stea?. 
And w^at a fund of cfiarity would fail ! 

Thus Heav*n instructs thy mind ; this trial o*er. 
Depart in peace, resign, and sin no more.**" 

On sounding pinions here the youth withdreav^-*-- 
The sage, stood wond'xing as the seraph B^Wm, . 
Thus look*d Elisba, when, to mount on high. 
His master took the chariot of the sky. 
The fiery pomp ascenSing left the view. 
The prophet gaz*d, and wish'd to follow too. 

The bending hermit here a pray'r begun, 
" LoBDi! as in heav'n, on torth Thy will'be de«e :** 
Then glacUy tuTning sought his ancient plsK^, 
And passM a lifs of piety and peace. 
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POPE. 



MssaiAH.— r^ Sacred Eclogue. 

Yk nymphs of Solyma! begin the song» 
To heavenly themes sublimer strains belong. 
The mossy fountains, and the syLvan shades. 
The dreams of Pindus, and the Aonian maids. 
Delight no more«-*-0 Thou my voice inspire* 
Who touch'd Isaiab*s hallowed lips with fire ! 

Rapt into future times, the bard begtin, 
A Virgin shall conceive, a Virgm bear a Son ! 
From Jesse^s root behold a Branch arise. 
Whose sacred flow*r with fragrance fills the skies : 
Th* ethereal Spirit o*er its leaves shall move, 
And oh its top descends the mystic dove. 
Ye heavens I from high the dewy nectar pdur. 
And in soft silence shed the kindly show'r ! 
The sick and' weak the healing plant shall aid. 
From storms a shelter, and from heat a shade; 
All crimes shall cease, and ancient ftaud shall fail. 
Returning Justice lift aloft her scale; 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend. 
And white-roVd Innocence from heaven descend. 
Swift fly the years, and rise th* expected mom t 
Oh spring to light, auspicious Babe, be bom ! 
See Nature hastes her earliest wreaths to bring, 
With all the incense of the breathing spring: ' 
See lofty Lebanon his head advance. 
See nodding forests on the mountains dance, 
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See spicy clouds frota lowly Sharon rise. 
And Carmers flowery top perfnmes the skies ! 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers ; 
Prepare the wa^! A God, a God appears ; 
A God ! a God ! The vocal hills reply. 
The rocks proclaim th'approaching Deity. 
Lo ! earth receives him from the bending skies t 
Sink down ye momitains, and ye vallies rise ! 
With heads declined, ye cedars, homage pay j;^ 
Be smooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way !; 
The Saviour comes ! by ancient bank foretold r' 
Hear hiin, ye deaf, and all ye blind behold ! 
He from thick filais shall pui^ge Ae viisnal nj^ 
And on the sightless eyebsill pour the day. 
'Tis He th^obstructed paths* of sound shall clear^ 
And bid^ new music charm th'^unfolding earr 
The dumb shall sing, the lame his crutch fbregOy 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe ; 
No sigh, no murmur, the wide world shall hear,. 
From ev'ry face He wipes off ev'ry tear. 
In adamantine chains- shall death be bound. 
And heirs grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 
As the good shepherd tends his fleecy care; 
Seeks freshest pastures and the purest air, 
Explores the lost, the wandering sheep directs. 
By day oversees them, and by night protects. 
The tender lambs he raises in his- arms,. 
Feeds from his hand, sad in his bosom warms : 
Mankind shall thus His guardian care engage. 
Tie promised Father of the future age. 
No more shall nation against nation rise, 
i^or ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes,. 
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Nor fields with gleamii^ steel be coverM o'er». 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 
But useless lances into scythes shall bend^ 
And the broad falchion in a plough-share end*. 
Then palaces shall rise ; the joyful son 
Shall finish what his short liv'd sire begun; 
Their vines a ;shadow to their race shall yield. 
And the same hand that sow'djihall reap thefieldl. 
The swain in barren deserts, with surprise. 
Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise». 
And starts amidst the thirsty wilds to hear 
New faUs of water murmuring in his ear :. 
On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes,. 
The green reed trembles^ and the bulrush itodss^. 
Waste sandy vallies, once perplex'd with thoocn,. 
The spiry fir and shapely box adorn ;.. . 
To leafless shrubs the flow*ring palms succeed. 
And od'rous myrtle to the noisome weed* 
The lambs with wolve» shall graze the verdant^ 

mead. 
And boys in flow*ry bands the tygef^lead ; 
The steer and lion at one crib shall meet. 
And harmless serpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 
The smiling infant in his hand shall take 
The crested basilisk and speckled snake ; 
Pleas'd, the green lustre of their scales survey,. 
And with their forky tongue and pointless sting 

shall play. 
Rise, crown'd with light, imperial Salem rise!. 
Exalt thy tow*ring head, and lift thine eyes ! 
See, a long race thy spacious courts adorn ;. 
See future sons and daughters, yet unborn,^ 

• f5 
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In cronidii^ ranks on ev'iy aide viflCf 
Demanding Hfe» imfiaidiantfortbe does I 
See barb^ioui nations at tby gaites attendy 
Walk in tby bgfat« and in tfay. temple faeiid; 
See thy bright altera thiODg*d with prostmta.kiBg^ 
And heap'd widi products of Sabeaai spraaga I 
For thee Idnme*a spicy forests Uow, 
And seeds of gold inOphir's mountains glo«r ; 
See heaven its sparklii^ portals wide display, * 
And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 
No more the rising sun shall gild the mom. 
Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her silver born. 
But lost, dissolved ia thy siqperior rays. 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blase 
O-erAowihycourts: th^ Light Himself shall sfaine 
Reveal'd, and Qod^ eternal day be thine ! 
Thai seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decays 
Roeks fall to dist, and mountains mek at^ky ; ' 
But fix*d His word. His saving pow*r remains r 
Thy realm forever lasts, thy own Messiah nigns* 



GAY. 

A CaNTBMPLATION ON NlGHT. 

Whethbti amid the gloom of night I stray,. 
Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day. 
Still 'Nature's various fiatee infonns my sense. 
Of an alUwise, all-pbwerM Providbnce. 
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Wheatbe gay Sun fint breaks the shades of nighty 
And strikes tbe distant eastern hills with light. 
Colour mtaaofMi the plains their Uvesy wear, 
And a bright veidure clothes the smiKng year ; 
The ^ioeming fidw% with opening^ beauties glow. 
And grazing flocks their milky fleeees show ; 
The barren diffs with chalky fronts arise^ 
And a pure azure arches O'er the skies* 
But when the gloomy reign of Night returns, 
Stript of her fading pride, all Nature mourns ; 
The trees no more their wonted verdure boast. 
But weep, in dewy tears, their beauty lost. 
No distant landscapes draw our curious eyes. 
Wrapt in Night's robe the whole creation lies ; 
Yet still, even now, while Darkness clothes the land. 
We .view U^e traces of the Almighty ^and. 
Millions of stars in heaven's wide vault appear. 
And with new glories hang the boundless sphere : 
The silver Moon her western couch fonsakes, 
And o'er the skies her nightly circle makes ; 
Her solid globe beats back the sumiy rays. 
And to the world her borrow'd light repays. 

Whether those stars, that twinkling lustre send. 
Are suns, and rolling' worlds those suns ktteiid, 
Man may conjecture and new schemes declare-^- 
Yet all his systems but conjectures are ; 
But this we know> that heav'n's eternal King, . 
Who bid this universe from nothing spring. 
Can, at His word, bid num'rous worlds appear. 
And rising worlds th* all-powerful WottD shall : 
hear. 
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When the pure soul it from' the body flown» 
No more shall Nightie alternate reign he known ;: 
The sun no more shall rolling, light bestow^ 
But from the Almighty streams of glory flow. 
Oh ! may some nobler thought my soul employ,. 
Than empty, transient, sublunary joy ! 
The stars shall drop» the sun shall lose his flamey 
But Thou« O God ! for ever shine the 



THOMSON. 
CastIe op Indolence. — Canto ii. Stanza 7* 

i CARS not. Fortune, what you me deny : 

Vou cannot rob me of free Nature^'s gracie ; 
You cannot shut the windows of the sky. 

Through which Aurora shews her brightening^ 
&ce; 
You cannot bar my constant feet to trace 

The woods and lawns, by living stream, at eve r. 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace. 

And I their toys to the great children leave ; 

Of &ncy, reason, virtue,, nought can me bereave*. 

The Seasons.— Suwwier, 1. &7. 

Falsely luxupious, will not man awake. 
And, springing from the bed of sloth, enjoy 
The cool, the fragrant, and the silent hour. 
To meditation dne and sacred song ? 



^^',^1'. 
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For is there aught in sleep can chari» ihe wise ? 
To lie in dead oblivioiiy: losing half 
The fieetii^ moments of, too short a life ; 
Total extinction of th' enlightened soul t 
Or else to feverish vemty alive» 
Wildered, and tosnng thro*^ distempered dreama ? 
Who would in sach a gloomy state remain 
Longer than Nature craves ; when every Muse 
And every blooming pleasure wait without 
To bless the wildly-devious morning walk, b 



WiNTEB, 1. 1024. 

'Tis done ! dread Winter spreads his latest glooms^i 

And reigns tremendous o^er the conquered year.. 

How dead the vegetable kingdom lies ! 

How dumb the tuneful ! Horror wide extends 

His desolate domain. Behold, fond man ! 

See here thy picturM life ; pass some few years. 

Thy flowering Spring, thy Summer's ardent strength,. 

The sober Autumn fadiug into s^. 

And pale concluding Winter comes at last. 

And shuts the scene. Ah I whither now are (led . 

I'hose dreams of greatness ? those unsotid hopes 

Of happiness ? those longings after fame ? 

Those restless cares ? those busy bustling days ^ 

Those gay-spent festive nights ? those veering 

thoughts 
Lost between good and ill, that sharM thy life ^ 
All now are vanished ! Virtue sole survives^,. 
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Immortal never-Adling {mod of man. 

His guide to happioess on high. And 8«e ! 

'Tis come, the glorious mom! the second hiitk 

Of heaven and earth ! awakening. Nature. beaia 

The new creatii^ word, and starts to life. 

In every heightened form, from paia4ind death 

For ever free. The great eternal scheme, . 

Involving all, and in a perfect whole 

Uniting, as the prospect wider spreads. 

To Reason^ s eye refin*d clears up apace. 

Ye vainly wise ! ye blind presumptuous ! now. 

Confounded in the dust, adore that Power 

And Wisdom oft arraigned : see now the cause. 

Why unassuming Worth in secret livM, 

And died neglected ; why'tbe good man's share 

In life was gall and bitterness of soul ; 

Why the lone widow and her orphans pin*d 

In starving solitude, while Luxury 

In palaces lay straining her low thought. 

To form unreal wants ; why heaven-born Truth 

And Moderation fair wore the red marks 

Of Superstition's scourge ; why licensed Pain» 

That cruel spoiler, that embosom'd foe, 

Imbittered all our bliss. Ye good distrest ! 

Ye noble few ! who here unbending stand 

Beneath life's pressure, yet bear up a while ; 

And what your bounded view, which only saw 

A little part, deem'd evil, is no more : 

The storms of wint*ry time will quickly pass. 

And one unbounded spring encircle all. 



■ 
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Hymn, 1. 37, 

Nature, attend ! join, every living 80i]T> 

Beneath the spacious temple of the sky, 

In adoration join, and, ardent, raise 

One general song! To Him, ye vocal gales, 

Breathe soft, whose spirit in your freshness 

breathes : 
Oh, talk of Him in solitary glooms! 
Where, o'er the rock, the scarcely waving pitie 
Fills the brown shade with a religions awe* 
And ye, whose bolder note is heard afar. 
Who shake the astonished world, lift high to heaven 
Th' impetuous soi^, and say from whom you rage* 
His praise, ye brooks, attune, ye tremblhig rilt.% 
And let me catch it as I muse along« 
Ye headlong torrents, rapid and profound ; 
Ye softer floods, that lead the humid maze 
Along the vale ; and thou, majestic main, 
A secret world of wonders in thyself, 
Sound His stupendous praise : whose greater voice 
Or bids you roar, or bids your roarings fall,— 
For me, when I forget the darling theme, 
Wheither the blossom Wows, the summer-ray 
Russets the plain, inspiring autumn gleams. 
Or winter rises in the blackening east ; 
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more. 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat ! 

Should fate command me tp the farthest verge 
Of the green earth, to distant bsgrbarous climtt» . 
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Rivers unknown to song ; where first the sun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting heant 
Flames on the Atlantic isles ; His nought to me : 
Since God is ever present, ever felt. 
In the void waste a» in the city full ; 
And where He vital breathes there must be joy« 
When even at last the solemn hour shall come^ 
And wing my mystic flight to future worlds, 
I cheerful will obey ; there, with new powevs,, 
Will rising wonders sing. I cannot go 
Where universal love not smiles around,.- 
Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their suns ; 
From seeming evil still educing good. 
And better thence again, and better stilly 
In infinite progression, fiut I lose 
Myself in Him, in light ineffable I 
Come, then expressive silence, muse His praise. 



DYER. 

From the Ruins op Rome. — Beginning and^ 

Conclusion, 

Enough of Grongar, and the shady dales 

Of winding Towy,. Merlin's fabled haunt, 

I sung inglorious. Now the love of arts. 

And what in metal or in stone remains 

Of proud antiquity, through various realms 

And various languages and ages fam'd, 

Bears me remote, o'er Gallia's woody bounds ;: 
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O'er the cloud-piercing^ Alps, remote ; beyond 
The vale of Amo purpled with the vine ; 
Beyond the Umbrian, and Etruscan hills, . 
To Latium*s wide champain, forlorn and waste> 
Where yellow Tiber his neglected wave 
Mournfully rolls. Yet once again , my Muse, 
Yet once a^ain^ miA soar a loftier flight ; 
Lo ! the resistless theme, imperial Rome* 

FalPn, falPn, a silent heap ; her heroes all 
Sunk in their utns ; behold the pride of pomp» 
The throne of nations iairn, obscur*d in d\ist. 

Vain end of human strength, of human skill. 

Conquest, and triumph, and dbmam, and pomp> 

And ease, and- luxury. O luxury. 

Bane of elated life^ of affluent states^ 

What dreary change, what ruin is not thine ? 

How doth thy bowl intoxicate the mind ? 

To the soft entrance of thy rosy cave 

How xio*st'thou lure the fortunate and great ! 

Dreadful attraction ! while behind 'thee- gapes 

Th** unfathomable gulph,. where Ashur lies 

(yerwhelm'dj forgotten ; and high boasting Cham, 

And Elam^s. haughty pomp, and beauteous Greece ;, 

And the great queen of earth, imperial Rome.. 
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ARMSTRONG. 
Art op PftsssBVUick Hkalt?, b. n. 1. 159^ . 

Is this fop pleasure ? Learn a juster taste ; 
And knair» that temperance is true luxury* 
Or»'is it pride ? Pursue some nobler aim. ^ 

Dismiss your parasites, who praise for hire; 
And earn the €ur esteem of honest men. 
Whose praise is fame. Form*d of such clay as 

youis. 
The sick, Ih^ needy, shiver at your gates. 
Even modest want may bless your hand unse^ii» 
Tho* hush*d in patient wretchedness at hopie. 
Is there no virgin, graced with every ch^rm - 
BiA that which binds the mercenary vqw I - 
No youth of genius, whose neglected bloom 
UnfosterM sickens in the barren shade ? 
No worthy man, by fortune's random blows,. 
Or by a heart too generous and humane, ' 
Constrain'd to leave his happy natal seat. 
And sigh for wants more bitter than his own ?-«^ 
There. are, while human miseries abound, 
A thousand ways to waste superfluous wealth. 
Without one fool or flatterer at your board. 
Without one hour of sickness or disgust. 
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Book iv. 1. 260. 

'Tis not for mortals always to be Uest. 

But him the least the duU or painfbl hours 

Of Hfe oj^ressy whom sober sense conducts. 

And virtue, thro* this labyrinth we tread. 

Virtue and sense I mean not to disjoin ; 

Virtue and sense are one ; and, trust me, still 

A faithless heart betrays the head unsound* 

Virtue (for mere good-nature is a fool,) 

Is sense and spirit with humanity : 

^Tis sometimes angry, and its fiown confounds ; 

'Tis even vindictive, but in vengeance just. 

Knaves fain would laugh at it; some great ones dai;e ; 

But at his heart the most undaunted son 

Of fortune dreads its name and awful charms* 

To noblest uses this determines wealthy 

This is tbe solid pomp oi prosperous days ; 

The peace and shelter of adversity. 

And if you pant for glory, build your fame 

On this foundation, which the secret shock 

Defies of envy and all-sapping time^ 

The gawdy gloss of fortune only strikes 

The vulgar eye : the suffrage of the wise. 

The praise tluit's worth ambition, is attained 

By sense alone, and dignity of mind. 

Virtue, the strength and beauty of the soul. 
Is the best gift of Heaven : a happiness 
That even above the smiles and frowns of fate 
Exalts great Nature's favourites ; a weaUh 
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That ne*er encumbers^ nor to baser hands 

Can be transferred : it is the only good 

Man justly boasts of, or can call his own. 

Riches are oft by guilt and baseness earned ; 

But for one end, one much neglected use. 

Are riches worth your^care : (for Nature's wants 

Are few» and without opulence supplied*) 

This noble end is to produce the soul ; 

To shew the virtues in the fairest light ; 

To make Humanity the minister 

Of bounteous Providence. 

Book iv. 1. 416. 

But there*s a passion^ whose tempestuous sway 

Tears up each virtue planted in the breast. 

And shakes to ruins proud Philosophy. 

For pale and trembling Anger rushes in. 

With fault*ring speech, and eyes that wildly stare; 

Fierce as the tiger, madder than the seas. 

Desperate, and arm*d with more than human 

strength. 
How soon th^ calm, humane, and polished maii 
Forgets compunction, and starts up a fiend ! 
Who pines in love, or wastes with silent cares. 
Envy, or ignominy, or tender grief. 
Slowly descends, and lingering, to the shades* 
But he whom anger stings, drops, if he dies. 
At once, and rushes apoplectic down ; 
Or a fierce fever hurries him to hell. 
Such fates attend the rash alarm of fear. 
And suddm grief, and rage, and sudden joy. 
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YOUNG. 
Night Thoughts. — Night 1. 

The bell strikes one. We take no note of time, 

But from its loss. To give it then a tongue, 

Is wise in man. As if an angel spoke, 

I feel the solemn sound. If heard aright. 

It is the knell of my departed hours : 

Where are they^? With the years beyond the flood. 

ft is the signal that demands dispatch ; 

How much is to be done ! My hopes and fears 

Start up alarm *d, and o'er life's narrow verge 

Look down — On what ? — A fathomless abyss ; 

A dread eternity ! how surely mine ! 

And can eternity belong to me. 

Poor pensioner on the bounties c^ ah hpur. 



Night 2. 

What if (since daring on so nice a theme) 

I show thee friendship delicate, as dear. 

Of tender violations apt to die ? 

Reserve will wound it ; and Distrust, destroy. 

Deliberate on all things with thy friend. 

But since friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough. 

Nor ev'ry friend un rotten at the core ; 

First, on thy friend, deliberate with thyself; 

Pause, ponder, sift; not eager in the choice. 

Nor jealous of the chosen : fixing, fix ; 
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Judge before friendship ; then confide *tiU death. 
Well for thy friend, but nobler for for thee ; 
How gallant danger for earth^s highest prize ! 
A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
** Poor is the friendless master of a world ; 
" A world in purchase for a friend is gain." 



The death-bed of the just is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand ; it merits a divine ; 
Angels should paint it, angels ever there ; 
There on a post of honour, and of joy 



The chamber where the good man meets his fierte. 

Is privileged beyond the common walk 

Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heav*n. 

Fly, ye profane ! If not, draw near with awe ; 

Receive the blessing and adore the chance, 

That threw in this Bethesda your disea^ ; 

If unrestorM Ify this, despair your cure. 

For here resistless demonstration dwells. 

A death- bed 's a detector of the heart : 

Here tirM Dissimulation drops her mask, 

Thro' life's grimace, that mistress of the scene ! 

Here real and apparent are the same. 

You see the man ; you see his hold on heaven ; 

If sound his virtue, as Philander's sound, 

Heav'n waits not the last moment,— owns her friends 

On this side death, and points them out to men ; 

A lecture, silent, but of sovereign pow'r ! 

To vice, confusion ; an(} to virtue, peace. 

Whatever farce the l)dastful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has majesty in death ; 
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And greater still, the more the tyrant frowns* 
Philander ! he severely frownM on thee; 
No warning giv*n ! unceremonious fate ! 
A sudden rush from lifers meridian joys ! 
A wrench from all we love ! from all we are ! 
A restless bed of pain ! a plunge opaque 
Beyond conjecture ! feeble Nature's dread ! 
Strong reason's shudder at the dark unknown ! 
A sun extinguish'd 1 a just opening grave ! 
And oh ! the last, last — what ? (can words express ?. 
Thought reach it ?) the last— *silence of a friend ! 
Where are those horrors, that amazement, where, 
This hideous group of ills, which singly shock. 
Demand from man ?— -I thought him man 'till now. 

Thro' Nature's wreck, thro' vanquisli'd agonies, 
(Like the stars struggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
What gkams of joy ? what more than human 

peace ? 
Where the frail mortal ? the poor abj«<^ w6rm ? 
No, not in death the mortal to be found. 
His conduct is a legacy for all ; 
Richer than Mammon's for his single heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin, 
With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 
His soul sublime ; and closes with his iate. 

How our hearts burn^ within us at the scene ! 
Whence, this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to man! 
His God sustains him in his final hour! 
His final hour brings glory to his God ! 
Man's glory Heav'n vouchsafes to call her own. 
We gaze ; we weep : mixt tears of grief and joy ! 
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Amazement strikes ! Devotion bursts to flame ! 
Christians adore ! and Infidels believe. 

As some tall tow*r, or lofty mountain's brow. 
Detains the sim, illustrious from its heigbt ; 
While rising vapours, and descending shades. 
With damps and darkness, drown the spacious vaie ; 
Undampt by doubt, undarkenM by despair. 
Philander thus augustly rears his head, 
At that black hour, which gen'ral horror sheds 
On the low level of th* inglorious throng : 
Sweet peace, and heav'nly hope, and humble joy. 
Divinely beam on his exalted soul, 
Destruction gild, and crown him for the skies^ 
With incommunicable lustre bright. 



Night 5. 

When by the bed of languishment we sit, 

(The seat of Wisdom ! if our choice, not fate) 

Or, o*er our dying friends, in anguish hang. 

Wipe the cold dew or stay the sinking head. 

Number their moments, and, in ev'ry clock. 

Start at the voice of an eternity; 

See the dim lamp of life just feebly lift 

An agonizing beam, at us to gaze. 

Then sink again, and quiver into death. 

That most pathetic herald of our own : 

How read we such sad scenes ? As sent to man 

In perfect vengeance ? No, in pity sent. 

To melt him down, like wax, and then impress, 
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Indelible* Death's image on his heart ; 

Bleeding for others, treimbling for himself. 

We bleedf we treinble» we forget, we smile. 

The mdnd turns fool, before the cheek is dry« 

Our quick-vetuming folly cancels all ; 

As the tide rushing rases what is writ 

In yielding sands, and smooths the letter^! shore. 



Men homage pay to men. 
Thoughtless beneath whose dreadful eye they bow 
In mutual awe profound,, of clay to clay. 
Of guilt to guilt, and turn their backs on Thee, 
Great Sire ! whom thrones celestial ceaseless sing; 
To prostrate angels, an amazing, scene! 
O the presumption of man's awe for man 1 
Man's Author] End! Restorer! Law ! and Judgej 
Thine, all 4 Day Thine; and Thine this gloom of 

Night, 
With all her wealth', with .all her radiant worlds; 
What, night eternal, but a frown from Thee ? 
What, heav*n*s meridian glory, but Thy smile ? 
And shall not praise be Thine ? not human praise ? 
While heav'n's high host^n hallelujahs live ? 



Man ! know thyself. All wisdom centres there ; 
To none man seems ignoble, but to man ; 
Angels that grandeur, men overlook, admire : 
How long shall human nature be their book, 

Q 
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Degenerate mortal ! and unread by thee ? 
The beam dim ireason sheds shews wonders there-; 
What high contents I illustrious facilities ! 
But the grand comment, which displays at fiill 
Our human height, scarce severed from divine. 
By Heaven composed,- was publish'd on the crofis*' 



Religion ! thou the soul of happiness ; 

And, groaning Calvary, of thee ! There shine 

The noblest truths ; there strongest motives sting; 

There sacred violence assaults the soul; 

There, nothing but compulsion is forbom. 

Can love- allure us ? or can terror awe ? 

He Weeps ! -—the falling drop puts out the sun ; 

He sighs-^the sigh earthV deep foundation shakes. 

If,' in His love, so terriblfe, what then 

His wrath inflamM ? His tenderness on fire ? 

Like soft smooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 

Can pray'r, can praise avert it ? — Thou, my all ! ' 

My theme ! my inspiration ! and my crown ! 

My strength in age ! my rise in low estate ! 

My soul's ambition, pleasure, wealth! — my world ! 

My light in darkness 1 and my life in death ! 

My boast tl^ro' time ! bliss thro' eternity ! 

Eternity, too short to speak Thy praise ! 

Or fathom Thy profound of love to man I 

To man of men the meanest, ev'n to me; 

My Sacrifice ! my God ! — what things are these ! 
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Night 8. 

Art thou dejected ? Is thy mind overcast ? 
To chase thy gloom,— gOy fix some weighty truth ; 
Chain down some passion ; do some gen'rous good : 
Teach Ignorance to see, or Grief to smile ; 
Correct thy friend ; befriend thy greatest foe ; 
Or, with warm heart, and confidence divine. 
Spring up, and lay strong hold on Him. who made 

thee. 
Thy gloom is scatterM, sprightly spirits flow^ 
Tho* withreM is thy yine, and harp, unstrap 



Night 9. 

Look down— down— down. 
On a poor breathing particle in dust. 
Or lower — ^an immortal in his crimes. 
His crimes forgive ! Forgive his virtues, too ! 
Those smaller faults, half converts to the right. 
Nor let me close these eyes, which never inpre « 
May see the sun (tho* night's descending scale - 
Now weighs up mom], unpitied and unbl^t ! 
In Thy displeasure dwells eternal pain; 
Pain, our aversion ; pain, which strikes me now ; 
And, since aU pain is terrible to man» 
Tho* transient, terribly; at Thy good hour. 
Gently, ah gentry, lay me in my bed. 
My clay-cold bed! by nature, now, ^oacAr; 

Q 2 
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By natoret near ; still nearer by disease ! 
'"nil then, be this an emblem of my grave : 
Let it out-preach the preacher ; every night 
Let it oqt-cry the boy at Philip's ear ; 
And when [ihe shelter of Thy wing implored) 
My senses, soothed, shall sink in soft repose* 
O sink this truth still deeper in my soul. 
Suggested by my pillow, signed by fate, 
Man's sickly soul can rest on nought but Tube ; 
Here, in full trust ; hereafter, in full joy ; 
Nor of that pillow shall my soul despond; 
For, Love AJmighty ! Love Almighty ! (sing. 
Exult, Creation !) Love Almighty reigns 1 
That death of death ! That cordial of despair ! 
And loud Eternity's triumphant song ! 



GOLDSMITH. 
The Village Preacher.— Deserted Village^ 

Near yonder copse, where once the garden smil'd. 
And still where many ^ garden flower grows wild ; 
There, where a few torn shrubs the place disclose. 
The village preacher's modest mansion rose. 

A roan he was, to all the country dear. 
And passing rich with forty pounds a year; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race. 
Nor e'er had chang'd, nor wish'd to change his 
. place. 
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Unskilful he to hmm^ oi seek §os pom*Ti 
By doctrines, fiuhioa'd to the varying hous ; 
Far other aims his heart had leam*d to prize. 
More bent to raise the wretched than to. rise. 
His house was known to all the vagrant train^ 
He chid their wand'rings, but relieved their paki» 
The long rememberM beggar was his guests 
Whose beaid descending swept hi» aged breast ; 
The raudM spiendthrift, now no longer proad^ 
Claimed kindred theie^ and had hjb daims idlow'd; 
The broken soldier, kindly bid to stay. 
Sat by his fire, and talked the m%ht away ; 
Wept o*er hia wounds, or tales of sorrow done^ ^ 
Shouldered his crutch, and shew*d how fields were 

woo. 
PleasM with hiff guests the good man leam'd to 

glow, s 

And quite forgot their vices in their woe -^ 
Careless their merits or their faults to scan. 
His pity gave ere charity b^an. 
Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride. 
And even his failings lean'd to virtue's side ; 
But in his duty prompt at ev'ry call. 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt for all. 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 
To tempt its new-fledg*d offspring to the skies ; 
He tried each art, reprovM each dull delay, 
Allur*d to brighter worlds, and led the way. 

Beside the bed where parting life was laid,. 
And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismayed, 

q3 
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The revereiMldiuftpion stood. At his eontic^ 
Despair ^undaagpish fled the stniggliiig foulp 
Comfcnt came down the tremhliag wietcbto^jaiie. 
And has last £idt^ruig accents whispered pi«|fl«»- 



At churchy with meek and unafbcted grate^^ 
His looks.adomM the venerable place ; . 
Troth from his lips prevailed with double swBfy . 
And ^ky who came to scoff^ ^remaiQrV})to.{nra^*^ 
The stevioe pasty aiound the pious mi— > . 
With ready zeal^.each honest xustic ras; 
Ev'n dhikicen ioXkm^d with endearing wilet - 
And [duck'd his gowattO/shafe the: good buod^s^ 

smile* 
His ready smile a parent's warmth ezpreetj 
Their welfare pleasUi him^ and their cares dist^est ; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs -Hrere^giY^n, 
But all his serious thovights had rest rn'-fateaT^^ • 



Retirement. — From the Sanu. 

O Bi^EST Retirement ! friend to life's decline. 
Retreat from care, that never must be mine. 
How blest is he who crowns, in shades like these, 
A youth of labour with an age of ease ! 
Who quits a world where strong temptations try. 
And sinee ^is hard to combat, learns to fly ! 
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For him no wretches bom to work and weep 
Explore the miae, or tempt the danj^-rous deep ; 
No surly porter stands in guilty state. 
To spurn imploring famine from the gate; 
But on he moves to meet his latter end. 
Angels around befriendii^ virtue^ friend ; 
Sinks to the gnrre witii unperceived decay. 
While resignation gently slopes the way ; 
And all Juarr pftt ap qct B lirighit*ning to the last. 
His hearon^iiiMwiiceB-^re^he.worldbeipast f 



JOHNSON. 
Vanity of human Wishes.— Latter part^ 

When first the college rolls receive his name. 
The young enthusiast quits his ease for fame ; 
Resistless hums the fever of renown. 
Caught from the strong contagion of the gown : 
0*er Bodley's dome his future labours sparead. 
And Bacon's mansion trembles o*er his head. 
Are these thy views ? Proceed, illustrious youth. 
And Virtue guard thee to the.throne of Truth ! 
Yet should thy soul indulge the gen'rous heat 
Till captive Science yields her last retreat : 

q4 
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iShould Reason guide thee with her hrightest ncy. 
And pour on misty doubt resistles* day ;* 
Should no false kindness lure ta loose deli^it^ 
Nor praise relax, nor difficulty fright ; 
Should tempting novelty thycell refrain. 
And Sloth effuse her opiate fumes in vain ; 
Should Beauty blunt on fops her fatal dart. 
Nor claim the triumph of a lettered heart ; 
Should no disease thy torpid veins invade. 
Nor Melancholy's phantoms^ haunt thy shade; 
Yet hope not life from grief or danger free. 
Nor think the doom of man reversed for thee : 
Deign on the passing world to turn thine eyes^ 
And pause awhile from learning, to be wise ; 
There mark what ills, the scholar's life assailr 
Toil, envy, want, the patron^ and the gaoL 
See nations, slowly wise and meanly just. 
To buried merit raise the tardy bust. 
If dreams yet flatter, once again attend^^ 
Hear Lydiat*s life,, and Galileo's end. 

Nor deem, when Learning her last prize bestowr. 
The glitt*ring eminence exempt from foes. 
See, when the vulgar 'scapes, despised or aw'd. 
Rebellion's vengeful talons seize on Laud- 
From meaner minds, tho' smaller fines content 
The plundered palace, or sequestered rent ; 
'Marked out by dang'rous parts, he meets the shock. 
And fatal Learning leads hrm to the block : 
Around his tomb let Art and Genius weep. 
But hear his death, ye blockheads, hear and sleep. 
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The festal blazes^ the triumphal show. 
The ravished standard, and the captive foe, , 
The senate's thanks, the gazette's pompous tale. 
With force resistless o'er the brave prevail. 
Such bribes the rapid Greek o'er Asia whirPd, 
For such the steady Romans shook the world ;. 
For such in distant lands the Britons shine,- 
And stain with blood the Danube or the Rhine ; 
This power has praise, that virtue scarce can warm,^ 
Till Fame supplies the universal charm. 
Yet Reason frowns on War's unequal game. 
Where wasted nations raise a single name. 
And mortgaged states their grandsires wreaths 

regret. 
From age to age in everiasting debt ; 
Wreaths which at last the dear-bought right convey 
To rust on medals, or on stones decay* 

Onwhat foundation stands the warrior's pride. 

How just his hopes, let Swedish Charles decide ; 

A frame of adamant, a soul of fire. 

No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; - 

O'er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 

Unconquered lord of pleasure and of pain ; 

No joys toliim pacific sceptres yield. 

War sounds the trump, he rushes to the field ; 

Behold surrounding kings their pow'rs combine, 

And one capitulate, and one resign ; 

Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in 

vain, 
" Think nothing gained," he cries, ** till nought 

remain; 

Q 5 
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** On Moscow's walls till Gothic standarda fl j> 
<* And all be mine beneath the polar sky.'* 
The maich begins in military state* 
And nations on his eye suspended wait ; 
Stem Famine gtiards the solitary coast. 
And Winter barricades the realms of Frost ; 
He comes, nor want nor cold his course delay ;— ■ 
Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pultowa's day r 
The- vanquished hero leaves his broken Bands, 
And shews his miseries in distant lands ; 

Condemned a needy supplicant to wait, 

While ladies interpose, and slaves debate. 

But did not Chance, at length, her error mend '^ 

Did no subverted empire mark his end ? 

Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound ? 

Or hostile millions press him to the gromid ? 

His fall was* destined to a barren strand, 

A petty fortress, and a dubious hand ; 

He left the name, at which the world grew pale,. 

To point a moral, or adorn a tale. 

All times their scenes of pompous woes affbrd. 
From Persia's tyrant, to Bavaria's lord. 
In gay hostility, and barb'rous pride. 
With half mankind embattled at his side. 
Great Xerxes comes to seize the certain prey, 
And starves exhausted regions in his way ; 
Attendant Flatt'ry counts his myriads o'er, 
Till counted myriads sooth his pride no more ; 
Fresh praise is tried till madness fires his mind. 
The waves he lashes, and enchains the wind ; 
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New pow'n are claim'd, new pow'ra aie_stiU 

bestowMy 
Till nide resistance l6ps the spreading god; 
The daring Greeks deride the martial show^ 
And. heap their Tallies with the gaudy foe ; 
Th* insulted sea with humbler thoughts he gains, 
A single skiff to speed his flight remains ; 
Th' incumbered oar scarce leaves the dreaded coast 
Through purple billows and a floating host. 

i 

The bold Bavarian, in a luckless hour. 

Tries the dread summits of Csesarean pow*r. 

With unexpected l^ons bursts away» 

And sees defenceless realms receive his sway ; 

Short sway! fsdr Austria spreads her mournful 

charms. 
The queen, the beauty, sets the worid in arma; 
From hill to hill the beacon's rousing blaae 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder ai^ of praise : 
The fierce Croatian, and the wild Hussar, 
With all the sons of ravage crowd the war ; 
The baffled prince, in honour's flatt'ring bloom. 
Of hasty greatness, finds the fatal doom, -. 

His foes derision, and his sulgects blame. 
And steals to death from ai^ish and from shame* 

Enlarge my life with multitude of days. 

In health, in sickness, thus the suppliant prays ; 

Hides from himself his state, and shuns to know 

That life protracted, is protracted woe. 

Time hovers o'er, impatient to destroy. 

And shuts up all the passages of joy i 
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In vam their gifts the bounteous seasons poai^. 
The fruit autumnal, and the vernal floir'r ; 
With Ustless eyes the dotard views the store. 
He views» and wonders that they please/ no more ;: 
Now pall the tasteless meats, and joyless wines. 
And Luiury with sighs her slave resigns. 
Approach^ ye minstrels, try the soothing strain. 
Diffuse the timeful lenitives of pain. 
No sQuiids, a)a»! would touch th* impervious eav. 
Though dancing mountains witnessed Orpheus^ 

near ; 
Nor lute nor lyre his feeble pow'rs attend. 
Nor sweeter music of a virtuous friend ; 
But everlasting dictates crowd his tongue. 
Perversely grave, or positively wrong. 
The still returning tale, and ling* ring jest, ' 
Perplex the fawning niece and pampered guest, 
Whilegrowing hopes scarceawethe gathering sneev 
And scarce a Ifegacy can bnbe to hear : 
The watchful guests still hint the last offence ; 
The daughter*s petulance, the son's expense. 
Improve his heady rage with treach'rous skill. 
And mould his passions till they make his wilL 
Unnumbered maladies his joints invade, 
Lay siege to life, and press the dire blockade ; 
But unextinguished av'rice still remains. 
And dreaded' losses aggravate his pains ; 
He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands,. 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands ; 
Or views his coffers with suspicious eyes, 
Unlocks his gold, and counts it till he dies. 



ADMIRED POETS. 337 

But gnntf the virtues of a temp' rate prime 
Bless with an age exempt from scorn or crime ;. 
An age that melts with un perceived decay. 
And glides in modest innocence away ; 
Whose peaceful day benevolence endears. 
Whose night congratulating conscience cheers : 
The general ikv'nte as the general friend : 
Such age there is, and who shall wish its end .^ 
Yet ev*n on this her load Misfortune fimgs. 
To press the weary minutes* flagging wings ; 
New sorrow rises as the day returns, 
A sister sickens, or a daughter mourns. 
Now kindred merit fills the sable bier. 
Now lacerated friendship claims a tear ; 
Year chases year, decay pursues decay. 
Still drops some joy from withering life away ; 
New forms arise, and diff'rent views engage. 
Superfluous lags the vet*ran on the stajs^e. 
Till pitying nature signs the last release. 
And bids afflicted worth retire to peace» 

But few there are whom hours like these await. 

Who set unclouded in the gulphs of Fate. 

From Lydia*s monarch should the search descend. 

By Solon cautioned to regard his end. 

In life*s last scene what prodigies surprise. 

Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise ! 

From Marlb' rough's eyes the streams of dotage flow* 

And Swift expires a driv'ler and a show. 

The teeming mother, anxious for her race^ 
Begs for each birth the fortune of a face i 
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Yet Vane could tell what ills from beauty spring; 
And Sedley can'd the form that pleased a: 



Ye nymphs of rosy lips and radiant eyes, « 

Whom Pleasure keeps too busy to be wis^ ; 

Whom joys with soft varieties invite. 

By day the frolic, and the dance by night ; 

Who frown with Vanity, who smile with art. 

And ask the latest fashion of the heart ; . 

What care, what rules your heedless charms shall 

save. 
Each nymph your rival, and each youth your slave. 
Against your fame with fondness hate combines. 
The rival batters, and the lover mines. \ 
With distant voice neglected Virtue calls. 
Less heard and less, the faint, remonstrance falls ; 
Tiled with contempt, she quits the slippery reign, 
And Pride and Prudence take her seat in vain. 
In crowd at once, where none the pass defend. 
The harmless freedom, and the private friend. 
The guardians yield, by force superior plied. 
To Interest, Prudence ; and to Flatt'ry, Pride. 
Here Beauty falls betrayed, despised^ distressed. 
And hissing Infamy proclaims the rest. 

Where then shall Hope and Fear their objects find t 
Must dull Suspense corrupt the stagnant mind ? 
Must helpless man, in ignorance sedate. 
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate ? 
Must no dislike alarm, no wisheis rise. 
No cf ies invoke the mercies of the skies ? 
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Enquirer, cease; petitions yet remain, 

Which Heaven may hear, nor deem religion vaia. 

Still raise for good the supplicating voice. 

But leave to Heaven the measure and the choice^ 

Safe in Hii^ pow'r, whose eyes discern afar 

The secret amhush of a specious pray'r. 

Implore His aid, in His decisions rest. 

Secure, whate'er He gives. He gives the best. 

Yet when the sense of sacred presence fires^ 

And strong devotion to the skies aspires. 

Pour forth thy fervours for a healthful mind. 

Obedient passions and a will resignM ; 

For love, which scarce collective man can fiH ; 

For patience, sov*reign o*er transmuted ill ; 

For faith, that, panting for a happier seat, 

Counts death kind nature's signal of retiieat : 

These goods for man the laws of Heav'n ordain, 

These goods He grants, who grants the pow*r^ to 

gain: 
With these celestial Wisdom cidms the mind. 
And makes the happiness she does not find.. 
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Dr. ROBERTS. 
On the ExisTBNCB OP God* . 

Come then, the scene 
Of frantic mirth is o'er : the social bowl. 
The midnight frolic, and the scornful jest. 
Are gone : thy youth is past, thy strength deeay^ 
And all the partners of thy wanton hours 
Are sunk in shame and sorrow to the grave, 
(^me, tell me, did a self-convicted soul 
"Ne'er check thy guilty joys ? Did that blest Spirie, 
Who o*er the sinner's penitent mind distill •- 
llis precious balm, ne'er interrupt thy peace^ 
'Mid the rude sallies of unholy mirth 
And impure passion; while the still small voice 

f Conscience, made the hour of solitude 
To thee more hideous than the silent watch 
Of midnight to the sleepless eye of Pain 
Or pining Care ? O Conscience, heavenly guide. 
Thou, 'mid the storms, and tempests of the world, 
'Mid the rude blasts of chilling penury. 
In tears of woe, in death's alarming hour, 
Spread'st round the good man's couch thy shelt* ring 

wing. 
And all is peace* But oh 1 how sharp the pang. 
When in the sinner's agonizing heart 
Thou piercest deep, and driv'st the guilty wretch 
Far from the cohfines of tumultuous joy 
To scenes of melancholy and black despair ! 



2 
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But whence these boding doubts ? Wl^y shrinks 

thesovl 
From future ill ? If no superior power 
Claims homage* why do fancied evils scare 
The heart of wisdom, that to crafty tales^ 
Ne'er yielded tame submission ? Gracious Lord ! 
'Tis Thou, that in the sinner's breast dost move. 
With kindliest influence ; 'tis Thy^tendev lod 
That heals his soul with medicinal wounds : 
The voice of conscience is the voice of God. 



Osi THE Attributes op God* 

« On Me,^ on Me,^"^ 
Excli&ned the Son of God, ^ on Me alone 
** Let all Tl^ wrath be pouved: their's vras the 

offence, 
** Be Mine the punishment.'^ He spake^ and left 
The gdden city's hyacinthine walls ; 
And thro' the middle of the eastern gates. 
Hewn from one solid emerald^ as He piass'd; 
The angel bowed obeisance. Earth receiv'd 
Her gracious visitant. By Him subdued. 
Legions of spirits accursed their mangled prey 
Reluctant quitted, and with horrid yell 
Howled hideous : touch'd by Him the palsied hand. 
Long wither'd, felt his genial warmth return. 
Circling thro' every vein. He spake, and straight 
From the thick film was purg'd the visual ray. 
Awed by His potent word,^ the graye op'd wide 
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His marUe jaws, and yielded back to life 
His putrid dead. But what could all avail ? 
Insulted, scom*d, betiay'd by those He lov^d. 
He fell. Yet bleeding on the accursed ttee^ 
While the last breath hung quiyering on His lips. 
His mercy still endured. Towards heaven He cast 
The last faint glances of His closing eye. 
Forgive them, O forgive /—He bowed, aad'died*. 



To THE Jews. 

Ye sons of Abraham, who, from shore to shore. 
Examples of predicted vengeance, roam ; 

And still, as erst your sires in days of yore. 
Sigh for Jerusalem, your ancient homer 

Behold them weeping in the willowy vale,. 

Where smooth Euphrates. leads his silvejrtraittr 
And while their Sion forms each plaintive talm 

Mute is the lyre, and dumb the vocal straviu 

Their lot is your^s. Insulted, scorned, ye rove. 
Far from Judsea's fields, a vagrant crew : 

Your sires from Salem foul rebellion drove ; 
*Tis foul rebellion points God's wrath at you. 

They fell, by false idolatries entic'd ; 

For you stiff pride and hatred spread the snare ; 
They chained the prophets, but ye slew the Chri st ; 

They stoned the servants, but ye killed the H^ir. 
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Yet ah ! repent ; Jehovah still is good ; 

With pitying eye He sees you from above* 
O oonie^ and drink your dear Redbbmxb's blood;- 

O kneel with reverence at the feast 'of love ! 

So to your heritage, the promised land. 
Your God aoce more His scattered tribes: siddl 
bring; 

Again on Moriah's mount His shrine shall stand,. 
And Christ shall reigny.an universal King.. 



Thb Day of Juikimsnt, 

Thy justice, HsAif^ifLir Kf iiol ^d tkeitgnal! Utf^ 
When Virtue, long abandoned fand forion^ 
Shall raise her -pesmve head ; : and fVke^ that erst,^ 
Ranged unreproyed and free, daiallsink^uppaUfd'; 
I sing advent* n)usb^--^nt what eyocMPpMvce' 
The vast immeasurahie reaktui of spsoe^. 
O'er whicb Messiah drives His fiamiiiff car 
To that bright region, where enthroned He sks. 
First-bom of Heavei^ to judge assembled worlds, 
Cloth'd in celestial radiance ! Canlhe Muse, 
Her feeble wing, all damp with earthly dew,. 
Soar to that bright empyreal, where arovnd 
Myriads of angels, God,*s perpetual choir. 
Hymn hallelujahs ; and in concert loud 
Chaunt songs of triumph to their Maker's praise ? 
Yet will I strive to sing, albeit unus'd 
To tread poetic soil. What, though the wiles- 
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Of Fancy me enchaoted ne*er could lure. 

To rove o^er fairy lands; to swim the streams 

That through her vallies weave their mazy way ;* 

Or dimh her mountain tops ; yet will I raise 

My feehle voice, to tell what harmony 

(Sweet as the music of the rolling spheres) 

Attunes the moral world : that Virtue still 

May hope her promised crown ; that Vice may dread 

Vengeance, though late; that reasoning Pride may 

own 
Just, though unsearchable, the ways of Heaven. 

Sceptic ! whoe'er thou art, who say*st the soul^ 
That divine particle which God*s own breath 
Inspired into the mortal mass, shall rest 
Annihilate, 'till Duration has unrolled 
Her never-ending line ; tell, if thou know'st. 
Why ev'ry nation, ev'ry clime, though all 
In laws, in rites, in manners disagree. 
With one consent expect another world, 
Where wickedness shall weep ? Why Paynim bards 
Fabled Elysian plains, Tartarean lakes, 
Styx and Cocytus ? Tell why Kali's sons 
Have feign'd a paradise of mirth and love. 
Banquets and blooming nymphs ? Or rather tell 
Why, on the brink of Orellana's stream. 
Where never Science reared her sacred torch^ 
Th' untutor'd Indian dreams of happier worlds 
Behind the cloud-topt hill ? Why in each breast 
Is placed a friendly monitor, that prompts. 
Informs, directs, encourages, forbids? 
Tell, why on unknown evil grief attends.; 
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Or joy on secret good ? Why conscience acts 
With tenfold force, when sickness, age, or pain 
Stands tott*ring on the precipice of death ? 
Or why such horror gnaws the guilty soul 
Of dying sinners ; while the good man sleeps 
Pl^aoeful and calm, and with a smile expires ? 

Look round the world! with what a partial hand 
The scale of hlisa and misery is sustained ! 
Beneath the shade of cold obscurity 
Pale Virtue lies ; no arm supports her head. 
No friendly yoice speaks comfort to her soul. 
Nor soft-eyM Pity drops a melting tear ; 
But in their stead. Contempt and rude Disdain 
Insult the banish'd wanderer : on she goes 
Neglected and forlorn : Disease and Cold 
And Famine, worst of ills, her steps attend ; . 
Yet patient, and to Heaven's just will resigned. 
She ne'er is seen to weep, or heard to »gh« 

Now turn your eyes to yon sweet«smelling bow r, 
Where flushed with all the insolence of wealth 
Sits pamper'd Vice ! For him th' Arabian gale 
Breathes forth delicious odours ; Gallia^s hills 
For him pour nectar from the purple vine. 
Nor think for these he pays the tribute due 
To Heav'n : of Heaven he never names the name; 
Save when with imprecations dark and dire 
He points his jest obscene. Yet buxom Health 
Sits on his rosy cheek ; yet Honour gilds 
His high exploits ; and downy-pinioned Sleep 
JSheds a soft opiate o*er his peaceful couch. 



346 EXTRACTS FROM 

See^sk Thou this, ngfateons FathbrI See*at 

Tboathis, 
And wilt Thoo ne*er repay? Shall good and ill 
Be carried, nndistingiiiBhed, to the land 
Where all things are forgot ? — ^Ah ! no ; the day 
Will come, when Virtoe from the cloud sfaaD bunt 
That ]ang obscured her beams ; when Sin shall fly 
Back to her native hell ; there sink eclipsM 
In penal darkness, where nor star shall ris^ 
Nor ever smishine pierce th' impervious gloonu 

On that great Bay the solemn trump shall sound, 
(That trump which once in heaven on mati's rerok 
Convoked th* astonished seraphs) at whose voice 
Th* unpeopled graves shall pour forth all their dead. 
Then shall th* assembled nations of the earth. 
From ev'ry quarter at the Judgment Seat 
Unite; Egyptians, Babylonians, Greeks, 
Parthians ; and they who dwelt on Tyber^s banl^. 
Names famM of old ; or who of later age, 
Chinese and Russian, Mexican and Turk, 
Tenant the wide Terrene ; and they who pitch 
Their tents on Niger^s banks : or, where the sun 
Pours on Golconda's spires his early light. 
Drink Ganges* sacred stream. At once shall rise 
Whom distant ages to each other's sight 
Had long denied. Before the throne shall kneel 
Some great progenitor, while at his side 
Stands his descendant through a thousand lines* 
Whatever their ;iation, and whate'er their rank. 
Heroes and patriarchs, slaves and sceptered kings. 
With equal eye the God of all shall see ; 
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And judge with equal lave. Whtl though the great 
With costly pomp and aromadc sweets 
Emhalm'd bis poor remains ; or through the doaw 
A thousand tapers shed their gloomy hgfat. 
White sotemn oigans to his parting soul 
Chaunted slow orisons ? Say, hy what mark 
Dost thou discern him from that lowly swain. 
Whose moulderii^ bones beneath the thoni4poimd 

turf 
Long lay n^plected ? — ^AU at once shall rise. 
But not to equal glory; for, alas I 
With bowlings dire and execrations loud 
Some wail their fatal birth :*-Fir8t among these 
Behold the mighty murth'rers of mankind ; 
They who in sport whole kingdoms slew, or they 
Who to the tott*ring pinnacle of power 
Waded through seas cMT blood: How will they cuise 
The madness of ambition : How lament 
Their dear-bought laurels ; : when the widow'd wife 
And childless mother at tb* judgment-seal 
Plead trumpet4ongu*d against them I-*— Here aie 

they 
Who fl^unk an aged fiiAer to the grare ; 
Or, with unkindness hard and cold disdaiUr - 
Slighted a brother's sufferings.— Here aie they 
Whom fraud and skilful treachery lonf^aeanr'd ; 
Who from the in^wt yiigin tore her dbw^r» 
And ate theorphaa*s breads— who spent tbwi 
In selfish luzuxy ; or o'er their goM 
Prostrate and pale aidor^d the oMles 
Here too, who stainM the chaste 

mix*d th» pois'nMi hcffA^'^ htok^tkn 
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Of hotpitable friendship ;— -and the wretch 
Whose Hstless soul, sick with the caxes'of life^ 
Untvmmoii*d to the presence -of his God 
Rush'd in with insnlt nide. How wonld they joy 
Once more to visit earth ; and, though oppreas^d 
With all that pain or fiamine can in6iot. 
Pant up the hiii of life } Vain wish ! the Jvd^ 
Shonounces doom eternal on their headt^ • 
Perpetual punishment. Seek not to know 
What7>imishment ! for that th* Akmiohtt wiH 
Has hid from mortal eyes : And dull vmin nan 
With cuiious search refinM presume tb^ piy 
Iito Thy secrets. Father! No; let him 
With hunhle patience all Thy works adore. 
And walk in all Thy paths; so shall his meed 
Be great in heav*n, so haply shall he *6cape 
'fh'imib&rtal worm and never-ceasing fire* - 

Kit who are they, who bound in tenfold chains 
Stand horribly aghast ? This is that crew 
-W-ho strove to pall Jehovah from His throne. 
And in the place of heaven*s eternal King 
Set up the phantom -Chance. For them in vain 
Alternate seasons cheer*d the rolling year ; 
In vam the sun o'er herh, trte, fruit, and flowV 
Shed genial influence, mild ; and the pale moon 
Repair'd her waning orb. Next these is pjac'd 
The -vile blasphemer, he, whose impious wit 
ProfanM the sacred mysterfes of faith. 
And 'gainst th* impenetrable walls of heaven 
i^aJated his feeble battery. By these stands 
The arch-apostate. He with many a wile 
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Ezliorts them still to foul revolt. Alas ! 

No hope have they from black Despatr, no ray 

•Shines through the gloom to cheer their sinking 

souls : 
In agonies of grief they curse the hour 
When ^rst they left Religion's onward waj^ 

These onthfe left are ranged : but on the right 
A chosen band appears, who fought beneath 
The banner of Jshovah, and defied 
•Satan*8 united legions. Some, unmov*d 
At the grim tyrant's frown, o'er barVrous cfimes 
Diffused the Qospel'-s Light; some, loi^immur'd 
(Sad servitude !) in chains and dungeons p«n*d ; 
'Or rackM with all the agonies of pain 
^Breathed out their faithful lives. Thrice happy they 
'Whom Heaven elected to that glorious strife ! — 
Here are they placed, whose :kind munificence 
Made heaven-bom Science raise her drooping head; 
And on the labours of a future race- 
Entailed their just reward* Thou amoT^t these. 
Good Seaton ! whose wefH-judged benevolence 
Postering fair Genius, %ade the poet's hand 
Bring annual off 'rings to his Maker^s shrine, 
Shalt find the gen'rous care was not in vain. 
Here is that fav'rite band, whom Mercy mild 
God's best lov'd attribute adom'd : whose gate 
Stood ever open to the stranger's call ; 
Who fed the hungry ; to the thirsty lip 
Reacrhed out the friendly cup ; whose care benign 
Fcom the rude blast secured the pilgrim's side ; 
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• 

Who heard the widow's tendep-tale ; i^^dtshooik * 

The galling shackle from the prisoner's feet ; 

Who each endearing tye» each, office knew 

Of meek-eyed heaven-descended Charity. 

O Charity, thou nymph divinely fair ! 

Sweeter than those whom ancient poeU bouid 

In Amity's indissoluble chain. 

The Graces ! How shall I essay to paint 

Thy charms, celestial maid ; and in rude vene 

Blazon those deeds thyself did'st ne'er reveal ? . 

For thee nor rankling &vy can infect» 

Nor JKage tiai^ipprt, nor h^h o'erw^n^Qg Pfide 

Puff up with vsdn conceit : ne'er didst thou apiile 

To Befi the sinner as a verdan;t tree 

Spread his luxuriant branches o'er the stream ; 

While like some blasted trunk the righteous ^11» 

Prostrate, forlorn. When propheciies shall .^U 

When tongues shall cease, when knowledge, is ao 

more, , 

And this great Day is come ; thou by the thipne 
Shalt sit triumphant Thither, lovely maid. 
Bear me, O bear me on thy soaring wing. 
And through the adamaotioe gates of heav'n 
Conduct my stef^^ sa^ from the fiery gulph 
And dai^ abyss, where Sj^ and Satan reign! 

But can the Muse, her numbers all too weak. 
Tell bow that restless elemept of £re 
Shall waee iirith seas and earth intestine war, 
And deluge all creation i Whether (so 
Sbine think) the CQmet| as through fields of air 
Lawless he wanders, shall rush headlong on. 
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Thwaith^ tkC ecli|>ticirhere th' unconscious Earth 
Rolls in her wonted course ; idnetker the sti^* 
With force centripetal, into' his orb 
Attract her long reluctant ; or the cates^ 
Those dread volcanos where engend*ring lie 
SulphxHreous minerals, from their dark abyss, • 
Pour streams of liquid fire ; #hile from abore, 
As erston Swkan, Heaven's aveng^tig hand 
RaiiB fierce conbostioo. Whe«e«re nowthe works 
Of art, the toil of ages ?*— Where are now 
Th' impeml cHies, sepakhres, and domes. 
Trollies and pillars P-^Whete is Ggy^s boast> 
Those lolty p3rrafflidB which h%fa in air 
Reared their aspiring heads, to distmt times 
Of Memphian pride n lasting monument ?-i-' 
Tell me where Athens raised het towers N-^ Where 

Thebes 
Open*d her hundred portals ?— -Tell me where 
Stood sea-girt Albion ?—> Where imperM Rcine, 
Propt byaeven hillsy sat like a sieeptred queen. 
And awed, the tributary world to peace ?-^ 
Shew me the rampart, which o*er many a hill. 
Through many a valley stretched its wide eslentji 
Raised by that mighty monarch, to repel 
The roving Tcurtar, when vnth insult rude 
'Gainst Pekin's tow'rs he bent th' unerrii^ bow. 

But what is mimic art ? Even Nature's wotju^ 
Seas, meadows, pastures, the meand'ring stceiMns^ 
And everlasting hills shall be no more. 
No more shall Teneriff cloud-[»ercing height 
O'er-hang th' Atlantic surge. Nor that fam'd clifi' 

r2 
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Through which the Persian steered with many a sail. 
Throw to the Lemnian isle its ey^ning shade 
O'er half the wide iBgsean. Where are now 
The Alps, that confined with unnumbered realms. 
And from the Black Sea to the ocean stream 
Stretched their extended arms ? Where 's Ararat, 
That hill on which the faithful patriarch's ark. 
Which 8e.yen long months had voyaged o'er its top. 
First rested : when the Earth with aU her sons. 
As now by streaming cataracts of fire. 
Was whelmed by mighty waters ? All at onoe 
Are .vanished .and dissolved ; no trace remains. 
No mark of viiin distinction : heaven itsdf, - 
That a^&ure ^yault, with all those radiant orbs^ 

Sinks in.^e universal ruin lost. 

No more shall planets round their central sun 
Move in harmonious dance ; no more the moon 
Hang out her silver lamp ; and those fix'd stars 
Spangling the golden canopy of night. 
Which oft the Tuscan, with his optic glass, . 
Call'd from their wond*.rous height, to read their 

names 
And magnitude, some winged minister 
Shall quench;, and (surest sign that all on earth 
Is lost) shall rend from heaven the mystic bow. 

Such is that awful, that tremendous Day,] 
Whose coming who shall tell? For., as a thief. 
Unheard, unseen, it steals with silent pace 
Through night's dark gloom. Perhaps as here I sit 
And rudely c4rol these incondite lays. 



ADMIRED POETS. 353 

Soon shall the hand he checked^ and dumb the 

month 
That lisps the fault*ring strain. O ! may it ne*er 
Intmde unwelcome on an ill-spent honr ; 
But find me wrapt in meditations high. 
Hymning my great Creator ! 



« 



" Power supreme ! 
O everlasting King ! to Thee I kneel, 
** To Thee 1 lift my voice. With fervent l^eat . 
** Melt all ye elements ! And thou, high heavfiiy 
*^ Shrink Uke a shriveled scroll I But think, O. 

Lord, 
^< Think on the best, the noblest of Thy works ; 
<' Think on Thine own bright Image ! Thi^k on 

Him, 
** Who died to save us from Thy righteous wrath, 
*' And 'midst the wreck of worlds r^nember mani'*^ 



BISHOP PORTEUS. 
Death. — Latter Part^ 

Live then, while Heaven in pity lends thee life. 
And think it all too short to wash away. 
By penitential tears and deep contrition. 
The scarlet of thy crimes. So shalt thou find 
Rest to thy soul, so unappall'd shalt meet 
Death when he comes, not wantonly invite 
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Hk lia^wmgaittiAe* Be it thy lok couccm . . 
With innocence to live, with patience 1mtf>« 
Tli'«ppoiDledix>ur: toasoontha^hourvifloQhie, 
Though N«feuTe luo, her course ; but Natiiie?^ GiiOy 
If need require, b3rthou9aod.vari9ttft'wa|rSt.i.. 
Without thy aid, can shorten that cifawqk spaa^. . 
And quench the lamp of life.-— O when He comes. 
Roused by the cry of wickedness extreme. 
To heaven ascending from some guilty land ' ^ 
Now ripe for vengeance ; when He comes arrayed 
In all the terrors of Almighty wrath, 
'Forth' from His bosom plucks His lingering arm,. 
And on the miscreants pours destruction down I 
Who can abide Ifis coming ? Wha ea& bear* 
Jlis whole displeasure h In no common foftm' 
peath then appears, but starting into size' ' 
Enormous, measures with gigantic stridlB 
Th^^stonished earth, and from his looks throws 

round 
Unutterable horror and dismay. 
All Nature lends her aid. Each element 
Arms in his cause^ Ope fly the doors of heaven; 
The fountains of the 4eep their barriers break ; 
Above, below, the rival torrents pour. 
And drown creation ; or, in floods of fire. 
Descends a livid cataract, and consumes 
.An impious 'Tace«<-^Somettttiesj when> all seems 

peace, 
. Wakes the grim whirlwind, and, with mdeembrace. 
Sweeps nations to their grawe^ or inthe deep 
Whelms the- proud woode* world ; full many a 
youth 
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fIcmtB cm his wat'ry bier^ or Hes un^epit - 
On some sad desert shore ; at dead (knight. 
In MlBeik silence stalks forth P^stilencer; 
€ont«^ony elbee >ehind^ taints att her steps 
With poisbBxrasr diew ; no^sftiitiilg>haind ift-'^n. 
No sound is heard y •imt sooti h^^ secret ^ib . 
Is marked with desertion ; heapd on heap» 
Promiscuous drop i nofrierid, nat^fngeneat; 
All^ fdl is fah(e and treacherous around, 
AH th«t tiiey ton^h, or taste, orhreathe, is dteath. 

But ah ! what meas^ that ruinous roar ? Why ftdl 
These tott'ring feet ?. Earth to its centre fe^ 
The Godhead*s powV, and trembling at His touch, 
Thio«%h all its pillars, and in ey*ry pore. 
Hurls to ^e ground with one convulsiTe^heave^ 
Precipitating domes, and towns, and tow'rs; - 
The work of ages. Crushed beneath the weight 
Of general devastation, thousands^^ find 
One common grave ; not ev*n a widow left 
To wail^her sons : the houses thatshould pfotect, • 
Entombs its master, and the {aitbless plains 
If there he fLies for help, with sudden yawn 
Starts from beneath him.— Shield me, gracious 

Heav'n! 
O snatch me from destruction ! If this globe, 
This solid globe, which Thine own hand hath made 
So firm and sure, if this my steps betray ; 
If my own mother Earth, from whence I sprung. 
Rise up with rage unnatural to devour 
Her wretched ofil^pring, whither shall I fiy? 
Where look for succour ? Where, but up to l^ee, 

r4 
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Almighty Father? Save, O save Thy suppliant 
From hoiYom stjch as these ! At Thy ^>od time 
Let Death approach ; 1 reck not — let him bcrt come 
In genuine fonn» net with Thy vengeance ann*d». 
Too much lor man to bear. O rather lend 
Thy kindly aid to mitigate his stroke. 
And at that hour, yrhea all aghast I stand, 
(A trembling candidate for Thy compassion) 
On this world's brink, and look into the next ; 
When my soul, stacting from, the dark unknowns- 
Casts back a wishful look, and fondly clings 
To her frail prop, unwilling to be wrench'd 
From this fair scene, from aU her 'customM joys- 
And all the lovely relatives of life. 
Then shed Thy c<»aforts o'er me ; then put oa 
The gentlest of Thy looks. Let no dark criiner. 
In all their hideous forms then starting up. 
Plant themselves roimd my couch in grim array, ' 
And stab my bleeding heart with two-edged torture. 
Sense of past guilt and dread of future woe. 
Far be the ghastly crew ! and in their stead. 
Let cheerful Meifiory from her puiest celk 
Lead forth a goodly train of virtue fair 
ChedshM in earliest youth, now paying back. 
With tenfold usury, the pious care. 
And pouring o'er my wounds the heav'nly balm 
Of conscious innocence. — But chiefly. Thou, 
Whom soft-eyed Pity once led down from beavea 
To bleed for man, to teach him how to live. 
And, oh ! still harder lesson ! how to die,—* 
Disdain not Thuu to smooth the restless bed 
Of sickness and of pain. Forgive the tear 
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That feeble Nature drops, calm all her fean. 
Wake all her hopes, and animate her &te, 
'Till my rapt soul» anticipating heaven. 
Bursts from the thraldom of incumbering clay. 
And, on the wing of ecstacy upborne. 
Springs into liberty, and light, and life. 



BEATTIE. 
From the Minstrbl, Book i. Stanza 24» 

In truth he was a strange and wayward wight. 
Fond of each gentle and each dreadful scene. 
In darkness, and in storm, he found delight; 
Nor less, than when on ocean-wave serene 
The southern sun diffused his dazzling shene*. 
Even sad vicissitude amused his soul ;, 
And if a sigh would sometimes intervene,. 
And down his cheek a tear of pity toll, 
A sigh, a tear, so sweet, he wishM not to control. 

** O ye wild gloves, O where i»BOW your bloom!** 

(The Muse interprets thufr hi& tender thought,) 

** Your flowers, your verdure, and your balmy 
gloom, 

'* Of late so grateful in the hour of dtought l* 
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<< Whf 'dd tile birdi, that wag and i^plufe 

■ brought 
'< To aU yemrboweTB* their maitoi^fit tm^for^ 

sake-? 
**Ah\ whyhathficklechancethidTiimwioiigiit? 
*' For now the storm howb moBmftil tbfo^h 
the brake. 
*^* And the dead foliage flies in many a shapeless 
flake. 

•* Where now the rill, melodious, pure, andcool» 
** And meads, with life, and mirth, and beauty, 

crown*d ! 
*' Ah! seeth* unsightly slime and sluggish pool 
/^'IiMiftjall.ihe<olit^ivale^imbniw»*d; . . . 
'' Fled each fair form, and mute each melting 

sound. 

' *^ The raven croaks forlorn on naked isprayj 

" Aivd hark ! the river, bursting every mound,. 

'** Uown the vale thunders ;'and, with wasteful ^ 
sway, 

**-1f^pftcfott'thc-glnoye, and rolls the j^atter'd'rocks 

^•away.- 

'* Yet;0«cfa.thexhBiftinjr a£ all QBi.easth:2 . 
. '^iSovflounsfafifiLittd W[fS>ni^eakip3Ba»., .. 
" Fair is the bud his vernal mom brings forth^ 
' \*^ Aildvfoitmogi gakBvawhile the nvrsliQg fan. 

' ** Qjsmile^ y& hediveni^ serene; ye mildews wan, 
^ **' YsUigbtingwiiurlwinds^are hisbalmy pri me, 
** Nor lessen of his life the littletSpan^ 
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<* Boime on the swift, though sHent, wingd of 

time, 
OUUage comes on apsce to ravage all the^cliihe. 



** And be it so. Let those deplore theur doom, 
** Whose hope still grovels in^this dark sc^oum; 
" But lofty souls, who look beyond the tomb, 
** Can soMle'at fkte, and^ronder how they moom* 
** Shall Spnng^to these sad scenes no more re- 
turn ? 
"U yonder wave the sun's eternal bed ^— 
** Soon shall the orient with new lustre bum, 
" And Spring shall soon her vital influence shed, 
<^ 'Agsin attune the grove, dgain adorn tha meM. 

** Shall I be left abandoned in the dus^ ' 
** When Fate, relenting, lets the ftower^revvfe ? 
<' Shall Nature's voice, to ma» alone unjust, 
** Bid him, though doom'd to perish, hope to 

live ? 
*^ Is it for this fair Virtue oft must strive 
** With disappointment, penury, and pain ^"— 
*^ No : Heaven's immortal spring shall ^t ar- 
rive, 
** And man's majestic beauty bloom again, 
** Bright through th' eternal year of Love's trium- 
phant reign.' 
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This truth sublime his simple sire had taaght;— 
In sooth, 'twasalmostall the shepherd -kkiew* 
No subtle nor superfluous lore he sought^ 
Nor ever wish'd his Edwin to pursue* . s 
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** IM man's owh sphere^" quoth he, ** confine- 

his yiew, 
« Bm man's peculiar work his sole delight.*' 
And much, and oft, he wam'd him to eschew 
Falsehood and^ile, and aye maintain the right,^. 
By pleasuie oaseduced, unawed hy lawlett miglit. 

^ And, fromthe prayer of want, and plaint of wo» 
** O never,, never turn away thine ear* 
** Forlorn, in this hleak wilderness bek>w, 
** Ah ( what, were man» should Heaven refuse 

to hear ! 
^ To others do (the law is- not severe) . 
*^ What to thyself thou wisheftt4o he done. 
" Forgive thy foes, and love thy parents dear, 
** And friends, and native land; nor those alone,. 
V AU human weal and wa learn thou to make 

thine own*" 



Book ri. Sianza TO. 

*' Hail, awful scenes, that calm the trouhledf 

hreast, 
" And woo the weary to profound repose; 
** Can paasion^s wildest uproar lay to rest, 
" And whisper comfort to the man of woes ! 
" Here Innocence may wander, safe from foes,. 
" And Contemplation soar on seraph wings. 
**^ O SoUtude, the man who thee foregoes, 
'* When lucre lores him, or amhition stings, 
*< Shall never know the source whence real gum- 

deur springs. 
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Vain many is grandeur giyen to gay attire ? 

" Then let the butterfly thy pride upbraid :— , 

** To friends, attendants, armies, bought with* 

hire ? 
'* It is thy weakness that requires their aid ;— 
** To palaces, with gold and gema inlay'd ?, 
'* They fear the thief, and tremble in the ^orm : 
^ To hosts, through carnage who to eonquesi 

wade ? 
" Behold the victor vanquish^ by the worm ! 
** Behold, what deeds of woe the locust can per* 

form I 

'^ True dignity is his, whose tranquil mind 
** Virtue has raised above the things below, 
" Who, every hope and fear to Heaven resign'd,. 
** Shrinks not, though Fortune aim her dead* 

.liest blow.** 
Thj^ strain from'midst the rocks was beard to flow 
solemn sounds. Now beamed the evening star; 
''And, from embattled clouda emerging slow, 
Cynthia came riding on her silver car ; 
And hoary mountain-cliffs shone faintly from i^ar» 

Soon did the solemn voice its theme renew, 

(While Edwin wrapt in wonder listening stood,) 

•' Ye tools and toys of tyranny, adieu, 

** Scorn 'd by the wise, and hated by the good! 

" Ye only can engage the servile brckxi 

" Of levity and lust, who, all their days, 

** Ashamed of truth and liberty^ have woo'd> 
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And hng^d the chain that, glitteriBgon their 



sc- 



■**:9e«iii» to outshine the pomp of heaven's empy- 
real blaze. 

** The end and the reward of toil is rest. 
** Be all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 
\ ** Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power pos- 
sessed, 
** Who ever felt his weight of woe decrease ! 
** Ah ! what avails the lore of Rome and Greece, 
•* The lay heaven-prompted, and harmonious 

string, 
" The dust of Ophir, or the Tyrian fleece, 
«* All that art, fortune, enterprise, can bring, 
If envyy scorn, remorse, or pride, the bosom wring! 
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*• Along yoii glittering sky what glory streams ! 
What majesty attends niglit's lovely queen ! 
F^ir laugh our vallies in the vernal beams, 
^ And mountains rise, and oceans roll between,. 
s* AM^all conspire to beautify the scene. 
** But, in the mental world, what chaos drear! 
** Whittfonns of mournful, loathsome, furious 

mien ! n 

*!* O -when shall that eternal mom appear, 
^ Theaie*dreadfiil fo^inis to chase, this chaos dark 
to cleftr 1 ' 

** O Thoui at ytr-hose creative smile, yon heaven, 
** InsiUi the pomp of beauty, life, and l^ht, 
** Ro^e from th* abyss; when dark confusion, 

driven 
*' Down down the bottomless profound of night, 
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^* Fled, where he ever flies Thy piercing sight ; 
" O glance on these sad shades one pitying ray, 
** To hlast the faiy-of oppressive might ; 
** Melt the hard heart to love and mercy's sway^ 
And cheer the wandering sou)^ and light him 
on the way." 



Stanza 40^ 









Fancy enervates, while it soothes the heart. 
And, while it dazzles, wounds the m^n^ sight : 
To joy each heightening charm it can impart. 
But wraps the hour of wo iu teo&>klQigbt9 
** And often, where no ^eal ills affrig^ 
Its visionary fieodsy an endless train. 
Assail with equal or. superior might,: . 
** And through the throU>ing heart, md di^y 
hrain, 
** And shivering nerves, shoot stings- of more than 
mortal pain. 

** And yet, alas, the real ills of life 
'* Claim the full vigour of a mind prepared^ . 
** Prepared for patient, lopg, laborious strife,, 
** Its guide Experience, and Truth its guard. 
•* We fare on earth another men liave fared: 
** Were they successful .^ Let not us* despair. 
** Was disappointment oft- their sole reward ? 
" Yet shall their tale instruct, if it deckure, 
•*• How they iiave borne the load ourselves -are 
doom*d to bear. 
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DR. COTTON. 

The FiRBsiDfi.. 

Dear CIoe» while the busy crowd. 
The vain, the wealthy, and the proud^ 

Ib FolIy*» maze advaunee ; 
Tho* Singularity and Pride 
Be caird onx choice, we^ll step aside>. 

Nor join the giddy dance. 

Frptn the gay world we'll oft retire 
To our own femily and (ire, 

Where Love our hours employs ; 
No noisy^ neighbour enters here. 
No intermeifdling stranger near. 

To spoil our heart^felt joys. 

If solid happiness we prize, 
Within our breast this jewel lies. 

And they are fools who roam ', 
The world hath nothing to bestow. 
From our own selves our bliss must flow» 

And that dear hut our home. 

Of rest was Noah*s dove bereft. 
When, with impatient wing, she left 

That safe retreat, the ark ; 
Giving her vain excursi(ms o*er, 
The disappointed bird once more 

Explored the sacred bark« 
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Tho' foolft; spurn Hyi^en*s gentle powers,, 
We, who improve his golden hours. 

By sweet experience know. 
That marriage, rightly understood. 
Gives to the tender and the good, 

A paradise below. 

Our babes shall richest comforts bring ; 
If tutor*d light, they*ll prove a spring 

Whence pleasures ever rise ; 
We*ll form their minds with studious cace^ 
To all that's manly, good, and fair. 

And train them for the skies. 

While they our wisest hours engine, 
They*ll joy our youth* support our ag^,« 

And crown our hoary hairs*;. 
They'll grow in virtue every day. 
And they our fondest loves repay. 

And recompense our cares. 

No borrow*d y>ys ! they've all our own^ 
While to the world we live wdknewo. 

Or by the world forgot ^ 
Monarchs ! we envy not your state» 
We look with pity oa the great. 

And bless our humble lot. 

Our portion is not large, indeed. 
But then how little do we need. 

For Nature's calls are few ! 
In this the art of living lies. 
To want no more than may suffice,, 

And make that little do.. 
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We'll thevefbre Telish iiillh coiaiteiit, 
Whate'et kind Providence has sent, 

Nor aim beyond our power ; 
For, if our stock be very 8mall> 
'Tis prudence to enjoy it all. 

Nor lose the present hour. 

To be resigni^d wheti ills -betide. 
Patient when favours are denied, 

And pleasM with fiivours given; 
De«r Cloe; this is Wi^dom^s part. 
This is that incense of the heart 

Whose fri^nince-smells to heaven; 

We'll ask tfo Ibng-protracted treat. 
Since winter-^life is seldom sweet ; . 

But, when our feast is o'er, 
* Grateful from taUe we'll arise. 

Nor grudge our sons, with envious ilytei,' 

The relics di our store. 

Thus hand in hand tfatd' life we'll go. 
Its cheell€t*d p^hs of joy and woe 

With cautibus steps we'll tread ; 
Quit its vaiA-ikHen^s Mrithoiit a tear. 
Without a trouble tt a fear, 

And iningk with the dead. 

While Conscience, like a faithful friend. 
Shall thro' the glooiny vale attend. 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts cease, 
Like.a kind angel whisper peace. 

And smooth the bed of death. 
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To-MORROW, , 

To-morrow, didst thou say! 
Methought I heard Hbratio say, To-morro'Te 
Go to— I will not hear of it. — ^To-morrow ! 
'Tis a sharper, who stakes his penury 
Against thy plenty — ^who takes thy ready cash^ 
And pays thee nought hut wishes, hopes, and pro- 
mises. 
The currency of idiots. Injurious bankrupt. 
That gulls the easy creditor I — To-morrow I 
It is a period nowhere to be found 
In all the hoary registers of time. 
Unless, perchance, in the fooPs calenc^* 
Wisdom disclaims the word, nor holds society 
With those who own it. No, my Horatio, 
*Tis Fancy*s child, and Folly is its father ; 
Wrought of such stuff as dreams are, and baseless 
As the fantastic visions of the evening. 
But soft, my friend*— arfest the' present moments; 
For, be assured, they all are arrant tell-taks ; 
And tho* their fKght be silent, and their padfa 
Trackless as the wrngM couriers of the air. 
They post to heaven, and there record thy felly ; 
Because, tho* stationed on the impoitant Watch,, 
Thou, like a sleeping faithless sentinel,, 
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Didst let them pass uuuoticM, unimprovM. 

And know, for that thou slumberMst on the guards 

Thou shalt he made to answer at the bar 

For every fugitive ; and when thou thus 

Shalt stand impleaded at the high tribunal 

Of hood-winkt jueticey who shall tell thy audit ^ 

Then stay the present instant, dear Horatio; 

Imprint the marks of wisdom on its wings. 

'Tis of more worth than kingdoms ! far more pre* 

cious 
Than all the crimson treasures of life*s fountain I 
Oh ! let it not elude thy grasp, but, like 
The good old patriarch upon record. 
Hold the fleet angel fast until he bless thee» 



COWPER., 
From Retirbmbnt^ 



Friends {for I cannot stint, as some have done,. 
Too rigid in my view, that name to one ;) 
Friends, not adopted with a school-boy*s haste. 
But chosen with a nice discerning taste, 
-Well-bom, well-disciplined, who, placed apart 
From vulgar minds, have honour much at heart ; 
And, though the world may think the ingredients 
odd. 

The love of virtue, and the fear of Gob L 
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Sach friends prevent what else would soon succeed, 

A temper rustic as the life we lead. 

And keep the polish of the manners clean, ^ 

As their^s, who bustle in the busiest scene. 

For solitude, however some may rave, 

^Seeming a sanctuary, proves a grave, 

A sepulchre, in which the living lie. 

Where all good qualities grow sick and die. 

I praise the Frenchman; his remark was shrewd,-*— 

flow sweet, how passing sweet, is solitude ! 

But grant me still a friend in my retreat. 

Whom I may whisper— Solitude is sweet. 

Yet neither these delights, nor aught beside. 

That appetite can ask, or wealth provide. 

Can save us always from a tedious day. 

Or shine the dulness of still life away ; 

Divine communion, carefully enjoyed. 

Or sought with energy, must fill the Void. 

Oh ! sacred art, to which alone life owes 

Its happiest s^»ons, and a peaceful close. 

Scorned in a world, indebted to that scorn. 

For evils daily hit mid hardly borne. 

These,and a thousand plagues, that haunt the 

breast. 
Pond of .the phantom of an earthly rest. 
Divine communion, chases, as the day 
Drives to their dens the obedient beasts of prey. 

Religion does not censure or exclude 
Unnumbered pleasures harmlessly pursue^ ; 
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To itody <^ii|re9 and with artful toil 
To meliorate and tame the stuhbom soil : 
To cherish virtue an .an humble state. 
And share the joys your bounty may create ; 
To mark the.majtchkss Wiorkings of the |Mwer» 
That shuts withiatts seed tJabe.&itune:flower, 
To teach the canvass innocent deceit. 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy sheet : 
These, these are arts pursued .without a crime. 
That leave no slain upon the wii^ of time. 



Domestic Happinbiks. 

Front the Task. Book 3. 

Domestic happinessy thou only bliss 
Of Paradise, that hast «urvi^ the fedl ! 
Though few now taste thee unimpaired and pure. 
Or tasting long enjoy thee ! too infirm. 
Or too incautious, to preserve thy sweets > 
Unmixt with drops of bitter, which neglect 
Or temper sheds into thy crystal cup ; 
Thou art the nurse of Virtue, in thine arms 
She smiles, appearing, as in truth she is. 
Heaven-bom, and destined to the skies again. 
Thou art no| known where Pleasure is adored, 
That reeling goddess with the zonelcss waist 
And wandering eyes, still leaning on the arm 
Of Novelty, her ^kle frail support ; 
For thou art meek and constant, hating change. 
And finding in the calm' of truth-tried love 
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Joys, that hjer stoimy raptures i;iever yield. 

Forsaking thee, what shipwreck haye y^e, ii^ade 

Of honour, dignijby, and fair renown ! 

Till Prostitution elbows us aside 

In ^1 our crowded streets, and senates seem 

Convened for purposes of empire less. 

Than to release the adultress from her bond. 

The adultress ! what a theme for angry verse ! 

WhaEt provoc^on to the indignanl heart. 

That feels for injured love I but I disdain 

The nauseous task to paint her as she is. 

Whom matrons now of character upsmirchM, 

And chaste themselves, are not ashamed to owq. 

Virtue and Vice had boundaries in old time 

Not to be passed : and she, that had renounced 

Her sex*s honour, was renounced herself 

By all that prized it ; not for prudery's sake^ 

But dignity's, resentful of the wrong. ' 

Twas hard perhaps on here and there a waif, . 

Desirous to return, and not receiv'd. 

But was an wholespine rigour in tlpie main. 

And taught the unblemished tp preserve with' care 

That purity whose loss lyas loss of all. 

Men too were nice in honour in those days. 

And judged offenders welL— ^t now, yes, now 

We are become so candid and so £Eur, 

So liberal in constryction, and so rich 

In Christian charily (good-natured age !) 

That they are safe, sinners of either sex. 

Transgress what laws they may. 

Hypocrisy, detest her as we may, 

(And no man*s hatred ever wrongM her yet) 
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Bfay claim this merit still — ^that she admits 
The worth of what she mimics with such care. 
And thus gives virtue indirect applause ; 
But she has hurnt her mask not needed here» 
Where vice has such allowance, that her shifts 
And specious semblances have lost their use. ^ 



Alexander Selkirk during kis solitary j^ode 
in the Island of Juan Femandes. 

I am monarch of all I survey. 
My right there is none to dispute ; 

From the centre all round to the sea, 
I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

Solitude ! where are the charms. 
That sages bave seen in thy face ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms. 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 

I must finish my journey alone ; 
Never hear the sweet music of speech, 

I start at the sound of my own. 
The beasts that Toam over the plain 

My form with indiiFerence see : 
They are so unacquainted with man. 

Their tameness is shockimg to me. 

Society, friendship, «.nd love. 

Divinely bestowed upon man, 
O bad'I the wii^ of a dove. 

How soon would I taste you again ! 
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My sorrows I then might assuage 
In the ways of religion and truth ; 

Might learn from the wisdom of age» 
And be cheered by the sallies of youtK. 

fieligion^! — ^what treasure untold 

Resides in that heavenly word ! 
More precious than silvet or gold. 

Or all that this earth can afford. 
But the sound of the church-going bell 

These valleys and rocks never heard ; 
Never sighed at the sound of a knell. 

Or smiled when a Sabbath appearM. 

Ye winds, that have made me your sport. 

Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report 

Of a land I shall visit no more. 
My friends, do they now and then send 

A wish or a thought after me ? 
O tell me I yet have a friend. 

Though a friend I am never to 



How fleet is a glance of the mindl 

Compared with the speed of its flight 
The tempest itself lags belund. 

And the swift-winged arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land. 

In a moment I seem to be there ; 
But alas ! recollection at hand 

Soon hurries me back to despair. 

s 
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But the sea^fowl has gone fb ber Best, 

The beast has laid dowB> nt his Mr : 
£v*n here is a season of rest, 

Atid I to my cabin repair* . 
There's mercy in every place : 

And mercy, enliouraging thought ! 
Gives even affliction a ^ce. 

And reconciles mkn to his lot. 



Hrs Mother's PicfuftE. 

O THAT those lips had language ! J^ife.has passed 

With me but roughly since I heard thee last. 

Those lips are thine — thy own sw^e^smfle I see. 

The same, that dii in childhood solaced me ; 

Voice only fails, else how distinct they say, 

** Grieve not, my (ibild, chase all tiiy fears away !" 

The meek intelligence qf those dear eyes . . 

(Blest be the art that can immortalize. 

The art that baffles Time's tyrannic claim 

To quench it) here shines on me still the same. 

Faithful^tetfMetttbraticerbf one ^o dear, 

welcome guests 'Ibough unexpected here ! 
Who bidd^si Hle'1loti6uripRth an attless sons:, 
Affectionate, 4 Itn^^er'lost sd Idn^. 

1 will obey, ndt willingly alone. 

But gladly, as the ptecept "Were iret owti : 
And, while tba|*ce retieWs %'fiiial ^rief, 
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief. 
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Shall steep me in Elysian reyerie, 

A motnentaiy dream» that thou art she. 

My Mother ! when I loam^d that thou wast dead. 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ? 
* Hover'd thy spirit o*er thy son'wing son. 
Wretch even then, Iife*s journey just hegun ? 
Perhaps thou gav*st me, though unseen, a kiss ; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss— 
Ah that maternal smile ! it answers, — ^Yes. 
I heard the bell tolPd on thy burial day, 
I ^w the hearse that bore thee «Iow away. 
And, turning from my nursery window, dr^W . 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 
But was it such ? It was. — Where tbai:^ att gone,K 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknpin^. 
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shoset. 
The parting word shall pass my lips no midr^ ! 
Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my (Coa(|f^m> , 
Oft gave me promise of thy quick retoqi. 
What ardently I wish'd» I long believ'd. 
And disappointed still, was still deceivM. 
By expectation ev*ry day beguird, ' 
I>upe of to-morrow even from a child» 
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and ^ooA^ 
Till all my stod^ of infant sorrow spent, . 
I leamM at last submission to my lpt» 
But, though I lesa deplor*d thee, ne*er fingot, 
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I MISS BOWDLER* 

On thb Nbw Ybar. 

*Tis past— -another year for ever gone 
Proclaims the end of s^U ; with awful voice . 

{ It calls the soul to thought: awhile she turns 

i From present scenes, and wanders o*er the past ; 

, Or darting forward strives to pierce the vejl . 

^ Which ludes from mortal eyes the time to come. 

thou, to grateful mem'ry ever dear! 
Whom fond affection still delights to name t 
Whom still my heart exults to call mpfiiend/ 
I In fency yfet be present. Oft with thee, 

r In many a lonely walk and silent shade. 

My soul holds converse ; oft recalls the hours 
When pleas'd attention hung upon thy voice. 
While the pure dictates of celestial truth 
In friendship's gentlest accents chiELrm*d my t^Vj 
And sooth'd each anxious thought, and shewed 

the way 
Which leads to present peace, and future hrKss. 
Tho' now far distant, yet in thought be niear, 
^ And -tkaift with me reflection's sietcred hour. 

And oh ! to thee may each revolving year 
Its choicest blessings bring ! May heavenly peace. 
To every thoughtless mind unknown, pursued 
In vain thro* scenes of visionary good. 



/ 



ADIHRED POBTS. 377 

That peace which dwelln with piety alone ; 
Still <m thy steps thro* every stage attend ! 
And purest joy from virtue*» sacred soofce 
Blest in the thought of many a well-spent day, 
Blest in the prospect of unbounded bliss. 
Cheer every hour, and triumph in the last I 

As when a traveller, who long has rov*d 
Through many'a varied path, at length attains 
Some emhience, from whence he views the. land 
Which late he pass*d; groves, streams, and lawns 

appear. 
And hilb with flocks adorn* d, and lofty woods; 
And ev'ry charm which Nature*s hand bestows 
In rich profusion decks the smiling scene ; , 
No more he views the rugged thorny way> 
The steep ascent, the slippery path, which led 
High o*er the brink of some rude precipice ; 
UnnumberM beauties scarce observ*d before 
At once combine to charm his raptur*d view. 
And backward turning, oft in transport lost» 
His toils and dangers past no more are felt. 
But long and tedious seems the road to come. 

Thus oft, when youth is fled, when health decays. 
And cares perplex, and trifling pleasures cloy. 
Sick of vain hopes, and tired of present scenes. 
The soul returns to joys she feels no more. 
And backward casts her view : then Fancy comes, 
In Memory's form, and gilds the long-past days. 
Recalls the faded images of joy. 
Paints every happy moment happier still ; 
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Bilt hidat'eaeli ttlixiou» {e$Jr aad bcfartfeh ^»aiig» 
Each plesMire losl, and hofie pumied in rvain. 
Which oft o*erqpreed with gloom the * gaye«t 

And taught ev*B youtk andiniioeence to moimi.. 

O Happiness, in every varied scene, 

Thro* toil, thro' danger, and thro* pain, punned! 

Yet oft when present scarce enjoy'd ; when past^ 

Becaird to wound the hearty to blast the sweeU 

Yet giyen to life : how are thy votaries, 

Misled by vain delusions, tluis deceived ! 

Let rising Hope for eVer on the wing 

Still point to distant good, to perfect bliss; . 

While conscious of superior pow*rs, the soul 

Exulting hears her call, and longs to soar 

To tcepes of real and unfading joy« 

Yet while on earth, some feeble rays are shed 

To cheer the mournful gloom : O let not maa 

Reject the proffer*d gift ! with innocence 

And gratitude enjoy*d, each present good 

Beyond the fleeting moment may extend 

Its pleasing force.— >When Nature's varied charms 

In all the gayest lustre of the spring 

Qeliglit the wond'ring view ; while every grove 

With artless music hails the rising morn. 

The sportive lambkins play,, the shephiefd sings^ 

Creation smiles, and every bosom feels 

The genexal joy : O say, from scenes Uke these 

Shall not the sweet impressions still remain 

Of Innocence, and Peace, and social Love, 

To bless thefutnce how ? Wliai^ the glad heart 
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Exulting beats tit Fri^ship's sacred call. 
And feels wbat language never oan ezpiefls ; 
Wh^ie evQTy joy exalted and refin'd. 
And each tumultuous passion charm'd to peace. 
Owns the sweet influence of its matchless power; 
(That power which ev*n o*er grief itself can shed 
A heavenly beam, when pleasure courts in vain. 
And wealth and honours pass ui^heeded by :) 
Shall joys like these, on Virtue's basis laisM, 
like Fancy's vain delusions pass away? 
BO !-— Nor time nor. absence shall e£face 
The ever-dear remembrance ; ev'n when past. 
When deep affliction mourns the blessing gone. 
Yet shall that blessing be for ever priz*d. 
For ^er felt. When heaven*t)om Charity . 
Expands the heart, and prompts the liberal hand 
To soothe distress, supply the various wants 
Of friendless poverty ; anid dry the tears 
Which bathe the widow's cheek, whose dearest 

hope 
Is snatch'd away, and helpless orphans ask 
Tha^ aid she cannot give : say, shall the joy 
(Pure as the sacred source from whence it springs) 
Which then exalts the soul, shall this expire ? 
The grass shall wither, and the flower shall fade. 
But Heaven's eternal Word shall still remain. 
And heaven's eternal Word pronounc'd it blest. 

Ye calm delights of Innocence and Peace ! 
Ye joys by Virtue taught, by Heaven approved I 
Is there a heart, which lost in selfish views 
Ne'er felt ypur pleasing force, ne'er knew to share 
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Another's joy, or heave a tender sigh 
For sorrows not its own; which all aroand 
Beholds a dreary void, where Hope,, perhaps. 
May dart a feeble ray, but knows not where 
To point its aim ; for real good, unknown. 
While present is pursued, but ne'er attain'd f 
Is there a heart like this ? — At such' a sights 
Let soft Compassion drop a silent tear. 
And Charity reluctant turn away 
From woes she ne'er shall feel, nor can relieve. 
But oh ! let those whom Heaven has taught to feel 
The purest joys which mortals e'er can know. 
With gratitude recall the blessings given, 
Tho* grief succeed ; nor e'er with envy view 
That calm which cold indifference seems to share. 
And think those happy who can never lose 
The good they never knew ; for joys like these 
Refine, ennoble, elevate the mind. 
And never, never shall succeeding woes 
Efface the blest impression ; Grief itself 
Retains it still ; while Hope exulting comes 
To snatch them from the power of Time atid Death, 
And tell the soul, They never shall decay. 

When Youth and Pleasure gild the smiling mom. 
And F&ncy scatters roses all around. 
What blissful visions rise ! In prospect bright 
Awhile they charm the soul: but scarce attain'd. 
The gay delusion fades. Another comes. 
The soft enchantment is again renew'd^ 
And Youth again enjoys the airy dreiaims " 
Of fancied good. — But ah ! how oft ev'n these 
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By stem Affliction's hand are snatch'd away. 
Ere yet experience proves them vain, and shews 
That earthly pleasures to a heavenly mind 
Are but the shadows of substantial bliss ? 
But Pleasure rais'd by Virtue's powerful charm 
Above each transient view, each meaner iEiim, 
Can bless the present hour, and lead the soul 
To brighter prospects, rich in every good. 
Which man can feel, or Heaven itself bestow* 

While thus returning o'er the long-past scenet 
Of former life, the mind recalls to view 
The strange vicissitudes of grief and joy. 
O may the grateful heart for ever own 
The various blessings given ; nor dare repine 
At ills which all must share ; or deem those ills 
From chance or fate (those empty names which veil 
The ignorance of man) could ever flow; 
But warned alike by Pleasure and by Pain» 
That higher joys await the virtuous mind 
Than aught on earth can yield : in every change 
Adore that Power which rules the whole, and g^vet , 
In Pleasure's charms, in Sorrow's keenest pangs. 
The means of good, the hope, the pledge of bliss. 

Thou rising Year, now opening to my view, 

Yet wrapped in darkness, whither dost thoa lead I 

What is Futurity ? It is a time 

When joys, unknown to former life,.i9aji^died 

Their brightest beams on each sucoeedisf^, day ; - 

When Health again may bloom, and^Plemre smife 

(By Pain no more allay'd},. and new dei%btii 
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On entiychimgiiig aewori Hiil Iteiidi ; 
Eadvnioni.fetufBiBg wake tbr soul ^ jc^ 
From bategfshiiiibeiSy ' undi8tnTl>'4 hj cave ; 
Success^etilliivah on ikpey^and ererf hour 
In pticfl jAJ-yleiMBife gently glide away.— - 
But akiiMMTiarebiE -earth are yeaj» like4htt ! 
In th6'dadB<t>roBpect of Futurity 
Far otheb aoenea tban these may yet remain ; 
AfBidiQlK theie may asm her keenest shafts 
To tear the heart, while Pain and Sickness waste 
The %We feame by dow cbnsiittiing pang8» 
And ease aad comfort k>st lure: soiight in vain : 
For there, '^rloys^ lio friendly Tbiee nisy <^heer 
The teidtotia bcmnpof grief, but a)l aroui^ 
£xpirnq^'|oys««ih blasted hofes appear ; 
Keirw«pv«lucceed to w^«e^ and every food 
Ob^aftk'teanatohed away.--vHow then- shaUteair 
Salute the risiiig year ? I^ali' cheerful 'Hope 
Eeceivettb§ wetbowe giMt ? or terror wait^ 
In speecbloM «ngnish, the* impending storm ? 
P ftan mi pt ioos^ mortal, cease '.^^O torn thine eyes 
Qll^tte ^dillpk mansions of the silent dead, 
Afiil<<!h^<^ ihfe bold enquiry ; n^vet more 
Tke ttmn^vmi may shed'i^' beams ^n thee ; 
Perhaps, e'en now, the fatal hour is come 
Which cnldvat <Nkce;lthy ifiiirthly hopes and fears, 
Aod^seibb thy d^ddih thr^ irast eternity.-— 
How awful is the thougfatt t and who shall say 
It is not JQsl'? 'What inortal shall disclose 
The daik'deisrees of Heaven* ^ But grant, to lif^ 
A Ibhger dile^^ assigned, aitother year 
On earth besto#^d^ in deepM shades conceaPd 
Its good or ill remains, no mortal hand 
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Can dftw the veil which hides it from diy view : 
Hence then, ye airy dKams by Fncy led ! 
Vain liQpes, and vainer fears, deceive no mcnre ! 
In native lustre bright let Truth appear. 
With her pure beans illume the dark rniknown^ 
And shew what man of futare days can know* 

What is Futurity ? It is a time 
By Heaven in mercy given, whete all may ftud 
Their best, their truest gOdd ; the means, the pow^r^ 
To elevate their nature, to exert 
Each nobler faculty, and still to rise 
In every virtue. Here the best may find 
Improvement : for what mortal e*er attain*d 
Ftarfection's utmost point ? And here ev^ thpse 
Who long by Vice and Folly led astray 
Forsook the paths of wisdom and of truth, 
Mhy yet return, and with new ardour seek 
That long^negtected good, which, though desps'd. 
Rejected once, may here be yet attained. 

iKInow then, whoe'er' thou ait on wliom - bigli 

Heaven 
Another year of life will now bestow. 
That year may lead thee to eternal peace. 
May cancel follies past, redeem the time 
In thoughtless dissipation onoe abused. 
Dispel the shades of vice, the gloom of care» 
Call forth each latent virtue, and impart 
New strength, new hopes* and jqya which ne*er 

shall foil. 
Then hail, bright prospect of the ring year i 
The school of virtue, imd th« Iliad to blisi ! 
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Namore the sbades of doiibt are spread around ;: 
No more ideal pleasures deck the scene 
WHh.airy forms ofgood, .which Fancy's self 
Scarce dares enjoy ; no more by Terror led 
A train of woes in long succession rise. 
And deepest Horror o'er the time to come 
Extends her baleful influence ; by the power 
Of Truth subdued^ -at once they, disappear,. 
And surer hopes* and brighter views arise^ 
Than Pleasure e'er could give, or Pain destroy. 
To chase each vain delusion, far away. 
And shew the- glorious prize which future day». 
May yet attain.— —This, this alone is surer 
The rest, involv'd in dark uncertainty. 
But mocks our search : but oh ! how blest the patK 
(Whate'er it be) whrch leads to endless rest I« 
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Of iseeming ills, which Heaven in mercy senck^ 

To check, his vain pursuits, exalt his views. 

Improve his virtues, and direct the soul 

To- seek that aid which iie*er can fail, that aid 

Which air who spek shacll find? — Oh! in the hour 

Of deepest horror, when the throbbing heart 

Oppressed with anguish can. sustain no more,. 

May Patience still, and Resignation come 

To cheer the gloom ! not such as his who boaster. 

Supeipior powers, a mind above the reach 

Of human weakness, yet with ardour seeks 

The frail support of transitory praise ; 

Or his, who trembling at an unknown power. 

Submits m silence to Omnipotence, 

And straggling checks the murm^urs of his breast: 
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But that sweet peace, that heartfelt confidence 

(By heavenly hope and filial love inspired. 

In Truth's inviolable word secure) 

Which pain and sorrow never can destroy ; 

Which smile triumphant in the gloom of woe. 

And own a Father's power, a Father's love 

O'er all presiding.—— Blest in thoughts like these 

The mourner's heart still feels a secret joy 

Which pleasure ne'er canld yield : no murmurs now 

Disturb its peace ; but every wish resign 'd 

To wisdom, power, and goodness infinite. 

Celestial hope and comfort beam around 

O'er all the prospect of succeeding time. 

And never-fading glories close the scene. 

O Thou, great source of every good ! by whom 
This heart was taught to beat, these thoughts to 

range 
O'er the wide circuit of the universe. 
To soar beyond the farthest bounds of time, 
And pant for bliss which earth could ne'er bestow; 
While worlds unnumber'd tremble at Thy power. 
And hosts celestial own their loftiest strain 
Too weak to tell Thy praise : O how shall man 
E'er lift his voice to Thee ?— Yet at Thy call 
Thy servant comes. O hear my humble prayer : 
By Thy Almighty Power, direct, sustain 
My feeble efforts ; and whatever the lot 
To me on earth assign'd, O guide me still. 
By the blest light of Thy eternal truth. 
Thro' every varied scene of joy or woe ; 
Support my weakness by Thy mighty aid. 
And lead my soul to peace — to bliss — ^to Thee I 
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MAXIMS, RULES OF LIFE, 
PIOUS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. 



SHAKSPEARE. 



All the souls that are^ were forfeit once ; 
And He that might the 'vantage hest have took, 
Found out the remedyr How would you be. 
If He, whiehk the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are ? 



Never anything can be amiss 
When simpleness and duty tender it. 



The silence often of pure innocence 
Persuade, when speaking fails. 



■If powers divine 
Behold our humai> actions, (as they do,) 
1 doubc not then, but Innocence shall make 
False Accusation blush. 
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Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dignity. 



1 dare do all that may become a man ; 
Who dares do more, is none. 



Nought 's had, all *s spent. 
When OUT desire is got without content. 



Give sorrow words. The grief that does not speak. 
Whispers the o*er* fraught heart, and bids it break. 



Dispute it like a man. — I shall do so. 
But 1 must also feel it as a man ; 
I cannot but remember such things were. 
That were most precious to me. 



To-moFTOw, and to-morrow, and to-morrow; 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day. 
To the last syllable of recorded time ; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. 



All places that the eye of Heaven visits 
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens. 



Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows 
Which show like grief itself, but are not so. 
For Sorrow*s eye, glazed with blinding teais» 
Divides one thing entire to many objects. 
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An habitation gicldy and unsure 

Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart* 

Happy low, lie down ! 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 



O England ! model to thy inward greatness. 
Like little body with a mighty heart. 
What might'st thou do, that honour would thee dbj. 
Were all thy children kind and natural ! 

O how hast thou with jealousy infected 

The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful ? • 

Why, iso didst thou. Seem they religious.?. 

Why so didst thou. 

'Tis true that we are in great danger; 
The greater therefore should our courage be. 



There is some soul of goodness in things evil. 
Would men observingly distil it out ; 
For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers. 
Which is both healthful and good husbandry. 



hard condition t twin bom with greatness ! 
What infinite heart's-ease must kings neglect 
That private men enjoy! 



The slave, a member of the country's peace. 

Enjoys it ; — but in gross brain little wots 

What watch the king keeps to maintain the peace, 



« 
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The great KiHG of kings . 
Hath in the table of his law comnuoided 
That thou s)ialt do no murder. Wilt thou thea 
Spurn at His edict, and fulfil a man's ? 
Take heed, for He holds vengeance in His hand 
To hurl upon their heads that break His law. 



Take not the cjuarrel from God*s powerful arm ; 
He needs no indirect nor lawless course 
To cut off those who have offended Him. 



I every day expect an embassage 
From; lagr Rsj^iUBiiSR ,to redeem me hence ; 
And more in* peace my soul shall part to beav'n^ 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 



In common worldly things, *tis callM ungratefu 
With dull unwillingness to pay a debt, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more, to be thus opposite with Heav*n^ 
When it requires the royal debt it lent you. 



O momentary grace of mortal man. 

Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 



Fling away ambition ; 
By that sin fell the angels, how can man then. 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by't ? 
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•Love thyself last ; 



Corruptioa wins not more than honesty* 

Still in thy li^ht hand carry gentle peace. 

To silence 'envious tongues !-*Be just, and fear not. 



Had I hvH servM my God with half the zeal 
1 servM my king,— He wotdd not in mine age 
Have left me naked to my enenuesi 



His overthrow heaped happiness upon him ; 
For then, and not 'till then, he felt himself. 
And found the hlessedness of heing little ; 
And to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died, fearing God* 



The good 1 stand on is my truth and honesty ; 
If they shall f^l, I, with my enemies. 
Will triumph o'er my person ; which I weigh notj 
Being of those virtues vacant. 



The ample proposition. that. hope makes 
In all designs, begun on earth below, 
Fails in the promised largeness* 



What stronger breast-plate than a heart mitainted? 
Thrice is be arm'd that hath his quarrel jinl ; 
And he but naked, though lockM up itt sted. 
Whose conscience with injustice is cormpled* 



392 MAXIMS, &e. 

O, who would live turmoiled in the coart» 

And may enjoy such quiet walks as these ! 

I seek not to wax great by others waning. 

Or gather wealth, and care not with what envy : 

Sufificeth, that I have maintains my state. 

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate. 



It is great sin to swear unto a sin. 
But greater sin to keep a sinful oath. 



Didst thou never hear 
That things ill got had ever bad success ? 
I'll leave my son my virtuous deeds behind. 



Alas ! methinks it were a happy life 

To be no better than a homely swain ;— 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and yean 

PassM over to the end they were created. 

Would bring white hairs iinto a quiet grave ! 



My crown is An my heart, not on my head ; 
Not deck*d with diamonds and Indian stones ; 
Not to be seen, — My crown is call'd content ; 
A crown it is that seldom kings enjoy. 



Ceremony 
Was but devised at 6rst to set a gloss 
On false hearts, hollow welcomes ; 
But where there is true friendship there needs non 



MAXIMS, &c 3d3 



I am not of that feather, to shake off 
My friend when he most needs me* 



I do love 
Mj countTy*s good, with a respect more tender. 
More holy and profound, than my own life*. 



Where is your ancient courage ? You were us'd 
To say, extremity was the trier of spirits ; 
That common chances common men could hear ; 
That, when the sea was calm, all hoats alike 
Show'd mastership in floating. You were used t<^ 

load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 



What is it that you would impart to me ? 
If it be aught toward the general good. 
Set honour in one eye, and death i'the othet. 
And I will look on both indifferently. 

Thou art noble, yet I tee 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought 
From that it is disposed \ Thetefore *tis m^^t\ K- 
That noble minds keep ever with their. likf||, ,,rj/ 
For who so firm that cannot be 96dwfd^l.^;^j^ ^ 



When I tell him, he.tatet 
He says, he dom;r^''ktkigihm:mfaiXi1lim 



3M MKXiy»,-ke. 

Cowards die many times before tbefr deiiths ; 
The valiant never taste of death but ^nce. 



We* ignorant of oursetves. 
Beg, often our own hannfl,;which«the nmepovwwc 
Deny ps for our good : so find we profit, . 
By losing of our prayers*. . 



Thou hast descriVd 
A hot friend cooling.*— Ever note. 
When love begins to sicken and decay, 
^tuseth an enforced ceremony.* 
There are no tricks in plain and simple fidth. 



You are yoked with M. lamb. 
That carries anger, as the Hint bears fire. 
Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark. 
And straight is cold again. 



There is a tide in the affairs of men. 
Which, taken at the Hood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in i^iallows, and in miseries. 



O hatefd Ertor, Melancholy's child. 

Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 

The things that are not ? ^ 



His-Kfe was gentfe, and die elements 

So miafd in him^ithatNatofe might stand up. 

And say to all the world^.^tr woi a man ! 



He, that can eridofe" " "" 

To follow with allegiance a fallen lord,' 

Does conquer him that did his master xxfac^aperj ' ' 
And earns a place in story. 



'Tis Slander, 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword; whose tongue 
Out^venoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All comers of the world. Rings,'Qneens, and Skates, 
Maids, Matrons ; nay, the secrets of the grave, ' 
This yiperous Slander enters. 



AgaHi8t'self-»s1aiighter 
There is a prohibition so divine. 
That cravens my weak hand; 



1 think 
Foundations fly the w retc h ed ; such at least 
Where they should be reliev*d. Two beggam 

told me 
I could not miss my way. Will poor folks lie. 
That have afflictions on them ?— Yet, no wotider. 
When rich ones sc^iree t^il true ; t6 lapse kt fillaM, 
Is sorer than to lie for need t and faMhMt ' ' '^' ' 
Is worse in kings than be^ars. 

' ^ -f 

Our stomachs '*V 

Will make what's homely, savoury. WmMmttTf 

Can snore upon the flint, wh^iii6ititrt'«kiCk'a 7 

Finds the down pillow hard. 



396 filAXlMS, kc. 

« 

Are we not brothers ? — So man and man should \h 
But clay and clay differs in dignity. 
Whose dust is both alike. 



Those that I reverence, those I fear ;— the wise. 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 



Ejieel not to me« 
The power that I have on you, is to spare you ; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you.^-Liye, 
And deal with others better. 



In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swelk. 
Here grow no inward grudges ; here no storms ; 
In peace and honor rest you here, my sons ! 



Lose not a noble friend on vain suppose. 
Nor with sour looks afflict a gentle heart. 



How sharper than a serpent*s tooth it is 
To have a thankless child i 



Infirmity doth still neglect all office 
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves 
When nature, being oppressed, commands the mtn 
To suffer with the body. 



■'-'"- ^Wn»f tlW dSnd*8 free 

^ Doth from my senses take all fed^gridsCliC^'- 

Ptttallligratitude ! 

l9rit JOOl 8ft tbift Ipouth siuQ^Jd tear this hand. 
For lifting food to it ? ,:._. ^ v ;^v. r»' i«*^'ir I 



;.{^0(»;nfdc€d,wietches9. where§q&*eiyou.a^e^>5^7 
That .^^^ the pelting Qt this, {i^tile^ stonn^ - • ^' 

^JpiQjsi^rsliudl jQUQx hou^el^ss. head^» .an^ yxdg^ ^^^^ 
Youjc jpop*d aod windoc^rM .raggednegs» t^pfeiyi jou 
From seasons "such a s thes e ? O, I have ta^en 
Too little care of this! Take physic» Pomp,^- 

v^ ■ • ■'Km ■■ V a> » .. ^ . ^•.'. -^ • <• * a 




IVhen we pur hetters se^ bearing oyf^ woes. 
We scarcely thii&li: out miiei)^ oifr foes. . ^ 

. • ^ t , ... . ., , * • . , c . . . t. .. _ J. .. . il.. ~0* • -^ ~ ' iZ V • 




The laiwipntabl^ change is 'froim'tte * 



Thpu |Bii8t b;. p^f9»t;. TOrG^nj^ ^^jyinig .hither ; 
When we are bom, we cry that we are come 
To this great stage of fcols.,. 

Bear free and patienV thoughts*. " 



'i^i 



"in £. ' t-.< •,.-?-.•: ' . .'-. 
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.» 

Are we ifot brothers ?— ^So man and man should be ; 

But clay and clay differs in dignity. 

Whose dust is both alike. 



Those that I reverence, those I fear ; — ^the wise. 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 



Kneel not to me. 
The power that I have on you, is to spare you ; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you.— -Live, 
And deal with others better. 



In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells. 
Here grow no inward grudges ; here no storms ; 
In peace and honor rest you here, my sons ! 



Lose not a noble friend on vain suppose, 
Nor with sour looks afflict a gentle heart. 



How sharper than a serpent*s tooth it is 
To have a thankless child I 



Infirmity doth still neglect all office 
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves. 
When nature, being oppressed, commands the mind 
To wiffer with the body. 



MAXIMS, ice. 399 

Be thou faoiiliar^ but by no means vulgar ; 
The friends thou^hast* and their adoption tried» 
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel ; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd unfledg*d comrade. 



Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice. 
Take each man*s censure, but reserve thy judgment. 



Neither a borrower, nor a lender be ; 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend. 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 



To thine own self be true ; 
And it must follow, as the night the day. 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 



Taint not thy mind, nor let thy «oul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to Heaven, 
And to those thorns that in hex bosom lo(%e. 
To prick and sting her. 



There are moretbingsin heaven and earth, Horatio 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 



Murder, tho' it have no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous oiggn* 



Thus cooscieiice doet make tOMiidi of « jJL 

T 2 >■ +^*» ^'-^ 



■«K4^tfk^ ««A«««« J:rf%.«««»fc < W^ # « «P«Mflft«ftlv !%««■ ^m«*'«»«.4'^ «l«^h^ 




♦agfnniejjsjii'j rhiV/ IllliJ] y.'^^ ^'^^> ^"^^^ ^^ ^''^ 
That is not passion's.Alaxe». and i will wear him 

May one be pardo.n'danchpetain the offence ? 

tbn9t6^itdi*?^rffoAi!l^>iedd,^^^ ^^'i 
And ff hoQoiet; dkebdif^^i^jt^s^aF^^^v^;^^ 

And who in want, a hollo w friend doth try, 
Direaly;^|^g9Slfep»i>bb «n«fcnyX 

^^iib odi Jfi;'iiii tiriJ D0 , wollot laijtn )r bnA 

Let me.b«i«r^eli ttb^ntehftAiftffV ^^'* ^^^"^'^ "^'^^^ 
1 will speak daggers-to-her; but use none. 

■^viiJnoo fuoa ^di Jd-aoAL^bnirn ydt Ion JnixjT 
teth6lfc6fr«|rfe»'€^re{ft«Wlft5ymrI(i^ i^niirsA 

And oft 'tis seen, the wicM^ifefefelif^^''^ ""^ 
Buys out the law.-*Dul 'tis not so above : 
o]ilb7Mi^itBBshaffliBg:v9<^<=^hcdiothin Usssi ofi ^ 
In his tru^iqatoi*e^aiui)(7eidbrdelvostcoiiip^Udr 
To give in evidence. 

/.';;?c:n .'liw ,orr2:iOJ out ■ j ¥ fj( l li 'orfi ^lolnul/i 
Try what repentance )QMii'i'J^i4il2tal«anf4i|iAcri^^^ 



•Repent what's past ; -a vo id what is to come ; 
Use almost can chanfC'^he stamp of nature. 




t ■* 



m 




What IS a man, ,-/.;j,^f, 



Sure, He^tb^tmad^.i^^wifb^ijchl^ 
Looking tefore and after, |g?kv^ us i^qt ,;^ ,,, {j„/. 
That capability and god-like reason 



To rust in us uijiusedT^ . , 

-^- ^ So lyf (^:MSWy is pit^ /"^. 

It spills itJfelf in fearfifg^o Ufe %llt. " ^ ^'^ • '^ ^^ 

There*s a divinity that sh^iiies bur ends, 
Rough-h^themhow WWifl. rThatisi&oilt^Tiaiii. 

How poor are they that-have not patience ? 

TdiMM%AiBchii(Bl^hai IS' past and gone 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 



Pleasure and action make the hours seem short. 



Knavery*s plain fab^is never seen *till used. 






If I do :VOj^ finen^hip, TU perform it 
To.tbe-lasI article* 



r.^ 



:::':'. 8*r:5 i 



Dull not device by coldness and delay. 

t3 



40!2 MAXIMA, &e. 

Good ikweii^t ianian or wbmktf, dckr my Ibid, *-' 

Ib the iiftthleldiai^ jewel dfifteW souls. 

Who steals my purse, steals trash ; 'tis something, 

nothing ; 
'Twas mine,*tis his, and hd2s been slSLV^totliiSti^ttdsr 
But he that' filches from me my good )&anl^, 
Rdbs tM of thkt, ^hich tiot enyithe^ him/ .' 
And makes me poor indeed! 



Poor and content is rich, and rich enough; 
But riches, endless, are as poor as winter. 
To him that ever fears Jhe shall i>ej)Oor. 

Tri6e6r light as,w»>:j .! , , . 
Are, to.thci jealout, .confin»ati(HV«t«OQgL. .• -. 
As proo^ of holy writ^ 

He that is robb*d, not-wanting what is stolen. 
Let him not know it, and he-» Aolf i)9Ui>>*4i^fiU> 



COWLEY, 

Be satisfied and pleased with what thou art ; 
Act cheerfiilly and well th' Sillotted part;; 
Enjoy the present hour, be thankfiil' for thie- past. 
And neither fear nor wish th' approaches of the last , 



MAXIMS, Iec. 403 

MILTON. 
Para DISK Lost. 

Needs must the Power 
That made us, and for us this happy worlds 
Be infinitely good ; and of His good 
As liberal and free as infinite. 



Knowledge is as food, and needs no less 
Her temp* ranee over appetite, toJuiow 
In measure what the mind may well contain ; 
Oppresses else with surfeit, and soon turns 
Wisdom to folly, as nourishment to wind. 



•^_ 



What will not ambition and revenge 
Descend to ! Who aspires, must down as low 
As high he soarM, ^ obnoxious first or last 
To basest things. Revenge, at first though sweetj 
Bitter ere long, back on itself recoils. 



Nor love thy life, nor hate ; but what thou liv'it, 
live well ; how long or short pennit to Heav*n« 



Reason in man, obscur'd, or not obeyed. 
Immediately inordinate desires 
And'upstart passions catch the government 
From reason, and to servitude reduce 
Man 'till then fi:ee« 

t4 



\ 



40^ ICiX«l8/lM 

O goodness infinite, goodness immense ! 
That all this good o^ ei4lr8^11 produce. 
And evil turn to good ; more wonderful 
Than that which^by ciOBlioii^Mt brought forth 
Light out of darkness! 

-'.•-/:i ^ly V. -..^.A . .'.r.r.-;, ^ .r::vi^*Tr 1^ 



V ■ ^ 



Paradise Rb&aincd, 

This is triiektoiy anTfeifown, wTiefi G9i? '^' 
Lookill bii tH>"etulfi. ^^ a^^i'^Safidn'^tfis^ 
The j'bst ta^dy'aii^divtilm Mi ^up'^Sira 
To till His &^;«6gViA tke applfe*'^^ 
Recount his praises. ' 

Sb iri^h'^bcmiitjr ts «rGdto, ikftih '^e,^^^^' 
That wll^'adva^'lliB^ glory, ^^ ^i^ 

Th*tti^HeHfins«lf to gfe#y ^11 ^SlpaiidK'^^ ^"^ 

~ ITho best 
Otai fluffeV; Hesf can do f4)i»t i^i^m^M^ 

.„:/' v-rV: ;r.c: '**r>kjWig''''- .■-inrr m -"r.:>^^ 

weleotne, fuftJ^ed I^Wkfti i^ife-*h«Eite*«6pe, 
Thou hov'H*ig^^eiigfelgitrwi«b^f<fld€ft''4^g«S'^'^^ 
And thou unblemished form^CbdMtyH, 

1 see ye visibly, and noiH^elieve 






That tte, the Smfan^agSfg)^^ t* whom all things i 
Are but as slaviiifa|!9flb9ea» ^ ymf^^'^^^^ 'ttn{ ^raA 

To keep iii^feidMiAiboQ^^vir miaaw^lAr;? s?row «T 



How charming is divine jphilosophy ! 
Not harsh and crabibed as dull tools suppose. 
But Ji^ljfif^la9ris.^>Kf,liitei ^,,^^ x.^.t^r v-«JF 
Andaperpetqay(^t.of,n5^^^^^^ .,^.^^ 

Where no crude surf eit reign s. 



\' aat'Mnn* :; : .'.i3 . v. Agauwtithe threats }»^*: yr Vv J 
Of malice^or<ofw»06Ty$^^orthatpDwtr . trs^^d :jsf[ 
Whicbertiiig Bieu Mtt?«hano€r ; thit^Lkoid^ihttt 
Virtue mayt>«^8isAii% bat' ifiet«rli«irt> i^^i/ufT 
SurpikM ly^«srloi«e,r$ia[| not4nllapalitdl:;p m^ 
Yea, even that which-mschief meant most harm> 
Shall in<4)b^iiap|^y trial.vprove ijfkggl glWrLti.i'R 

^ ■.■%. "I 
I hate when Vice caqJifilJjieT arguments,' ' 

Mortals ihtft-W^iJI^lbMMftei • rr rrr!! j,t'3 

Love Virtu«i^^^be8tK>iiefis^>' ' Ji r^tnwJ 
She«^>feaeh'^ou'hdw'tbclimbi ^ i. »f««t~ 
Higher 'Ihfttf'thieJtfphery chimes .::.?n T-.^r..;-: ic:?* 
Or, if Virtue feeble wevey — 
Heaven itself wouU slopp to her. ^- : r- rr^ir^fj 



*■ . 
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Are we itot brothers ? — So man and man should be ; 
But clay and clay differs in dignity. 
Whose dust is both alike. 



Those that I reverence, those I fear ;— the wise. 
At fools I laughy not fear them. 



Kneel not to me. 
The power that I have on you, is to spare you ; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you. — ^Lirc, 
And deal with others better. 



In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells. 
Here grow no inward grudges ; here no storms ; 
In peace and honor rest you here, my sons ! 



Lose not a noble friend on vain suppose. 
If or with sour looks afflict a gentle heart. 



How sharper than a serpent*s tooth it is 
To have a thankless child 1 



Infirmity doth still neglect all office 
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves. 
When nature, being oppress^], commands the mind 
To suffer with the body. 



■y'-^^ ^Wn^ftte land's free 
la» %ody^y dfelkfttte i the-tertpfe^ 4tf «y tfii*- 
Doth from my senses take all fed&grflsCfia^^ 

Filial Ingratitude ! 

I9ritj0al Sfttbift ipiQuth. siuo^ld tear this hand. 
For lifting food to it ? .--j^ ^v i^^- oy li^-m: I 

^f^o(^}j»^ked^iTOtches^ wh 
That .Wde the pelting q£ Jhis. {^tUj^stoon^ - . r 

^^j^OfH^rsljiffll ;oiur hou^e^^head^ JOid }^^ ^^^^ 
You|^;||0op*d aod wmdo^M 
From seasons 'such as these ? O, I have taken 

^ ■i I .Ilia ' 

Too little care of this! Take physic. Pomp, — 



;4uai. tiiuu luay si, sua&c tuc suutsrjauJL lu incui.. 

Jind snow the Heavens more lust 1. % .. tr 

When we pur betters s^bearing o^ woes. 
We scarcely thii&K -'6\xi mi§et}^'6ifr foes. 




The lamentably chaiiee is from the BesfJ . 

Thp^ ^ppst b^.pa^^t;, ^ic^ng |!jryji^^ither ; 
When we are bo m, we c ry that we are come 
To this great stage of fools.,. 

Bear free and patient thoughts. 



— I.-. . 






'r n* 



Avoid extrem^':^^(l^ur^e fi6tt 6^1^^ 
Who still are pl^^i^ tdcrmttte dr^l^iji^ti^' -^ 
At eveiy^flfe dcV»h'ti('t4k€"^)fifeh<5r,i-:'-'^ ' 
TbAt%lw^-8h^« grew^ ptide W'Htlle 4figKie«' vJ^^ V 
Asthiiigs d^B^lArgl^hkh?iv^th[irdiagh idiMs^de^^ 
Dulness^«*^e¥er «ptio ifi^gnifSjr* • -^ - --^ -•-" 

Some valuing fl^^ bltl^ir owti^idfrorv^tM^ i - 
Still^'MSk^'fh^ixuBi^lv^ tlte indaslj^ ii$f «iiaki&<r: ' 
Fondly ^e tKiikl^e homnlt menfriheHf ' '■'" '' ^ 
When webtit ptais6 ^^tiiiselv^iii d«h)e)r ftien^ V-'- 

- ' -^^^^^^^^^^ » . . .*-' .*t.t •« «»• ^ *■-• 

■■ *» 

Be silent alw^s when you doubt yout &Sb&€ ; 
And speak, though sure, with seeming diffidence ; 
Some positH^pSsistingfops^e kiSowi"'- - '^^- ^ 
That; ^=i$&ge- wrong, willlheedM b^dlWa^^; h1^ 
But you, with pleasur e o wn your errors past^ 
And make^each' day ?a critic on-$he Jaatirr:: {;:-:> .f^€ 

*Tis not enough your •counsel still be true; 
Blunt truths mois mischief than; nice faisehoodfttdQ;; 
Men must he tanight as if yoa%taug]iit them rAdti . 
And things unknown proposed as things forgot^ 
Without good breeding truth ii^^sfppiay'd, .. -, 
That only nudges, superior sense b(^ovM«~... , .^\^^ 



,..,,-. •,,■'- «-•* M< 



Immodest words admit of no.defenoe, : 
For want of decency is want of sense^ 



. :.. ; ; ;;*■; , .iriv:. ,-'5 :r.>'^ ..su \ , 









Pride often guidess tbeiatithor^arpiefi',-*^ nin'^ 
Books as affieotedare astmeDju'^j^i :» m^ i.r Ti<.r,7 c 
But he who studies NaUuel&.laws 
From certain t^n^^.hi^ ;maun^-d|i^^* i ^,t.. ^, i' ' 

Learn to contemn all praise .betimes^ 
Forflattery^>:iheprr5ppfjCnmes^ j/.j - - a ■• 

Cowards are<ci!iie}9 but- the -brave ir :xi,i:. m-i:." «r? 
Love mercy, and delight to nrmk •» '(. i • a ^-i*'. 






Thus, when the villatn^JOraois bis diest^' 

Gold is the canker of-the-bieast';:'**!: '^ -ii *.'i. itf;..! 

*Tis av'rice, insolencor-aiMLpride, 

And ev'ryshgqiiQgyicfi l|^df^„rvv,n -: j. ^. -.i. v. 

But when to virtugpi.ha^df^ 'tiS'giiyenj\jv -tir/r :is. 

It blesses like the de ws of he aven« ' 

Like Heaven, it he^^th^..§rDjians*, cries, 

And wipes the t^a^^^f^i^o^ iM^i^j^^Why... r. :w 



rr-^ 



TrnTTri-'i c. :r.n-r,-r.*}\ mU 



»f/.V 



Whene'er I hear a knave QOmmPl^ri^y.r. .*- s-^: ; 
He bids me shun bi»;«ortl]^rfr)jBn!i4^: ...mj .-.w iiaiir. 

Seek you to train your-fe¥^te boy ^ 

Each caution, ev!i|r«are ^vugklff^Tisfn y^mi^tam 



500 BfAXIMS^te. 

And ere you venture to confide. 
Let his preceptor* s heart be tried ; 
Weigh well his manners, life, and scope 
On these depends your future hope. 



For when we risk no contradiction^ 

It prompts the tongue to deal in fiction^ 



Thus the dull lad, too tall for school. 
With travel finishes the fooL 



Who friendship with a knave hath made, 
Is judgM a partner in the trade ; 
'Tb thus, that on th6 choice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. 



AH upstarts, insolent in place. 
Remind us of their vulgar race* 



Would you contempt and scorn avoid. 
Let your vain glory be destroy'd. 

By outward show 
Men judge of happiness and woe : 
Shall ignorance of good and ill 
Dare to direct th' eternal Will ? 
Seek virtue, and, of that possest. 
To Providence resign the rest. 



Be humble, learn thyself to scan; / 
Know, pride was never made for muu 




Fools may onr scom, not enry, r^ix^ ' 
FoT envy is a kind of pi^B«. 



Think not that tre^h'ry can be jntt{ 
Take not infonnen* wonb on trutt. . 



Coxcombs, disttoguish«<) from the rest. 
To all but coxcombs aie a jst. 

Hyperboles, though ne'er so great. 
Will stilt come short of self-conceit. 

All private slander I detest, 

i judge not of my aeigbbonr's breast ; 

Party and prejudice I hate, 

And write no tibets on the state. 

Shall not my fable censure vice. 
Because a knave is over-nice ? 
And, lest the guihy hear ^d dread. 
Shall not the decalogue be read ? 

We frequently misplace esteem. 

By judging men by what they seem. 

To Inrth, wealth, pow'r, we should allow 

Precedence and our lowe^lmw: 

la that is due distinctian shown : 

Esteem is Viitne^ light idoM. 




4fi Mi&tm.'m^ 

That man ratfefdall^im* ^R)^i • • '" r^- ?j '-.'i 
Whose search is beiit*%imse!f 16 fcnd^Tr ^' "^- ' 
He tries his strengt h before the race. 
And never seeks histMrn^ispace.;^ . .; .i . „ - L' 
Thus, consdoQs of kis;aowi» defect.- : .v.- la;^" 
Are pride and self-imfioztance check'd* 



Of all the fools that pnde^can ^boast^: ::,,{ j.^ .. ; 
A coxcomb claims distinction most. 
Coxcombs are 9f j41 rauk^.^nd.kind, ,., .^^^.^ ,^^ j^ 
They're not tQff{x pr^ge conSV^*:, 7 \^' '^' 
Or rich, or poor, o r great or small ;. 
And vanity besots 'em all. . 






::->;;!;-••: < ' . r. -:■:••;.: . ••■ . ;.•, 



By ignorance 18 pride.igcrea?:^;, ., -...'.--^u" 
Those most assuote^tuxlmow.^e l^V. ■_ 



1 •• ^ 



•X 



The man of pureaad.simplebeiut ._ . ^ 

Through life disdain^ , a. dQub]e;pactj:. 

He never nee^s-the ^ree^.of li^ ,^ , .^. \' 

His inward bosoi»:to,(iisip^sf^^.;: ;,^; , ;, ;^':^ 

So shines his light before mankind. 

His actions prove his honest mind. 

Unbrib'd, xn^^l^d^^^ 

The honest ifi^ates of hik^eirt;-"^ ^'' •'*'• • "^ ■- 






From kings to cot^^ '^i^Jn^j^ng^ ,, ^^-^ ^.. 
Bad servants woim4.tl^;.iHa3t§{'4,W«^^ 
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. f. .-. ' A : ^> r ::h >.:.- . . ■ . " . -. rh 
.:• ,: r.f.'f: .■■.<.....' '.i. .' -> OffT 

r * . ■ 'f 

^ "■#-,■*• ^•- -^ '»•"• '^ •■■ * *■ ■■ f« • ^' * ^ ■' 1 

Have you a friend (Took round apd spy) 

So f&W, % pife'p^osSfessM as f ?" '7; 

Your fSuRs, "it) obvibtis t6 mankind. 

My partial eyes CQuld never find. ' : ' '^ 

Was I e*eFlai6Wtito damp your spirit, ^^ 'f 

Or twit y6t[ ^di the want of merit? "^ -f' 






Look rQund, ,i^iid see wliai others' do. ^ 
Would you Ite rich and honest too ^ 
Or were you digni^ed with pow*r. 
Would that avert one pensive hour B 



Is happiness yopt. poiat in view ?!. .. . : 

(I mean t]}!iat|r^ic,ajDd the.trii^), ;. 
She nor in camps or courts' rpaidesyi . 
Nor in the h^h|le. cc^ttage.hides ;. .. vy^ 

Yet found alike i^.ey'iy sphet^ ; - . . 
Who finds conten^,;,will find iier.ther^ 
Be justiccu.thepv^.iV'foie pwuit^ .. 
Plant virtqe^aja4 coQ^^ *?^ iauX^ 



1 ^- • - s.,-**^ 



TiTiHr'BFAilivi 



Hail,, bsppfteid, iMioMiiirtile ignoiidF^'^ 
The liquMMtoicMfcBlaBfc*»iii^ ^ &ffi 
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By bounteous nature set apart. 
The seat of industry and art. 
Whenever neighb'ring states contend, 
Tis thine to be the gen'ral friend. 

Who's bom for sloth ? To some we find 
The ploughshare's annual toil assigned; 
Some at the sounding anvil glow ; 
Some the swift-sliding shuttle throw ; 
Some, studious of the wind and tide. 
From pole to pole our commerce guide ; 
While some, of genius more refined. 
With head and tongue assist mankind ; 
In ev^ry rank, or great or small, 
'Tis industry supports us alL 



Begin, my friend, in early youth 
To suffer, nay, encourage truth ; '/ 
The tree's distinguish'd by th^Tr'dt j 
Be virtue then your first pursuit i 
Set your great ancestors in vieVT, 
Like them deserve a title too ; 
Like them ignoble- actions scorn : 
Let virtue prove you greatly born.-*- 
By birth the name alone descends; 
Your honour on yourself depends. 
If you degenerate from your race, 
/ Their merits heighten your disgrace* 



Were you to schemes of bus'ness bred. 
Did you the paths of learning tr^,. 
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Your horns, yout dayi^ wt>itld*fty td^ltetr 
YouM then regret thcf mitltite pm: 
For time, m^MMi >ttxAf Utid^rJ^fodd^' 
Is the most );>lieek^' ^tthly goodl 



Trust not to that.— Act'ybu'ybur part-;.' 

Imprint just' morals on their h^i'ft;' ' 

Impartially their ^ents seafi ; 

Just ediiditibn forms the idaii. 

But parents, to their offspring blind,. 

Consult nor parts nor turn of mind : 

And ev'n in infancy decree 

What this, whkf tN5ther son shall be. ~ 

Had yoti with judgment weigh*d*th'6 case. 

Their genius then had'fix^d theiB place. 



Consider man in every sphere ; 
Then tell me, is your Ibt severe ? ' 
'Tis murmur, discontent, distrUsf, 
That mi^es you wretched. God is just. 



Canst thou discern anothe6r*s mind ? 
What is't you envy ? . Envy's blind. 
Tell Envy, when she would annoy, 
That diousands' wa&t'w4ittl^bti'enjoyi' 

How false we judge by- what appears ! 
An creatures feel their several cares. 



How weak, how vain is humiem pride ! 
Dares man upon himself confide ? 



The tiapete^i v^ioglociea.iAbis.gs^ipv^ : ^i:r/i 
Amvaaesh^^o^YkeBi^my^ip^ .... :.':.r, ; 
Can those (\fbwJtortur'<lby du^^ --/- 

Cheer our sickr befir^ or purdjuuse fme I, f » .^ 
Can they prolong one^isp of.breath. 
Or calm the troubled hoy r of.dqatt f ^. „ .^,.. 
.Consider, n^Ein ; weigh well thy f i^me ; '_ 
The king, the beggar is the sadiel . . ; '. 
DustformM us all.' £achl)r^h^.iiis/day. 

Then sinks into his xiative clay. ' ' 

The priricf whdkept the world m awe/ '"^^ 
The iudfi^e^whose dictate £x^d the law. . 
The rich^ the poor, the' greaf, the sinall» . ' 
Are le^yeiVd**— De&th confounds tUematL.^ 



Art (T ■■ 



rf > ••^ ^ ■■•^ *« 



The only true and real^good 

0£manwas^ never vermin^sfbo£, 

*Ti8 seated in th* immqrtu mind^ /"J " ' - 

rtrtuedist^giusaes mankind. . . _^ -rp.. 



- -.'-YOUNGb::-.^. :. ..^ .-■; s^cwO- 

A SOUL ii»mQxtal,4BpeQ^iag,^|^Jfei^isdT 
Wasting her strength in. rtrennoai idtoifiiiy. 

Thrown into tumult^: raptured ^.a]ann!df 



At aught this ^ceniel can thrditeii or ^^- 
Resemble. -oceaa into1emi^N»rS^ 



To waft a feather, ortodiown a fly. 

• - -■ .' *■ ", a ■"" ** •■ "i' "• 






,H'jv£9n ai 




And to the mercies of a mdment leaves 

Xnou;5 it at /brty, and reforms his plau'^ '...', 
RXjijiy dhides'-nis mtamous aeiay, 
Pushes his prudent purp<^e to resolve ; 
In aMhte y%ite«iwitj^^ Of th^i^t '^-* -r^'' ^-^^ 
Resolves ; and re^res olvcs -; then dies the same. 
And wjiyv? oiBeoa3i9e'b0fh^k&hiin8eU^in^^ 
All men think all >itte<iW}rtai»'bntj|^ 
Themselves, when ssUBfijalsinning shock of fate 

Obtft^^Mben'goUl more aaesed ;f;nft^d slbad T 



Who 'Atse^ t*kefeh^*irf^fbteatedfc^=^^M^^ 
ia«ii^^li>tefa^'«oBly «ti^«l* ib«d^(y AWyf 

: L'o* i)'iibJ:?iw ^/ih fo b iii^jirura &iom J:i^2 



> 
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J >.,' 



|Gii^^ell%,)lf9u^; pujr.tihQ^ghts.are heard 
in heaven. 



Life's cares are qoijirfarts : sjuphi^Heay'iitiesigiiM; 
He that has none, wust make them, pir be ^^tched. 



The. man who Qons^crs^tes his hpuis 
By vig'rous ^ffprt, and an honest aim» 
At once he draws the sting of life and death. 



'Tis greatly wise to talk. with our past boms. 
And ask them, wh^t jr^port they hore to heaven ; 
And how they might have horne inore welopmt 

news. 
Their answers form what men experience call. 



To hope the best is pious,. brave, and wisei 



Wishing^ of all employments, is the woist : 
Wishing^ that constant hectic of a fool. 



Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 
What tho' we wade in wealth, or soar in fame ? 
Earth's highest station ends in-—*' Here he lies *J 
And ** dust to dust*' concludes her noblest w&ag. 



Shall we, shall aged mc^ tike, i^g^; txeea» 

Strike deeper their vil# ragiy^ 

Still more enamour^ nf ttl|inip^ a^ i 






J 
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Shall our pale witherM bands, be.stiUjitieiQh'd out» 
Trembling, at once, witb eagerness and age ? 
,With avarice and convulsions,;grasping,))^rd? 
Man wants but little ; nor thait littte, long. 



'Tis impious in a good man to be sad. 



A Christian is tbe bi^best stile of man : 
And is tbere wbo tbe blessed cross wipes off. 
As a foul blot, from his dishonoured brow ? 
If angels, tremble 'tis at such a sight. 



Men may live fools, but fools they cannot die. 



Fondness for fame is avarice of air. 



The world's infectious; few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the mom. 
We see, we bear, with peril ; safety dwells 
Remote from multitude^ 



Genius^ too hard for right, can prove it wrong. 
And loves to boast, where blush men less inspired. 



By night, an atheist half believes a Goo. 



" Oh ! let me die his death P* all nature cries ; 
« Then live his life."— All nature falters there. 



Lik^Sta^a^d ek^c^j; wtese hand andbdWuMltt; 
Folly aiags sixV%Ml6>iaiiir« poiiitt:^t.t««h9eiy 



But peace b^igk^o^^wkeiwaimk'iioiciei^^ « / 
What makes man wre(ehed>^ Happiness denied ? 
Loren2»Ji«iQr/^ hap]^ness,(2fSfa^in|r^^r^j^^'^ ^. 
Shetx>mei^ toam^nly iibrest tq w|%Q^:fpc^le|.,y. 
And ^aUsihersetf (kmkntt a bpm^ly o^nie ^ ;. ;^ 

Unknowing what our morta l state admits, 
Xifo^i modest jf»^:w6 r)jiin»rrv^)xile;^%.|raJ8e.;; .^^ >f 
And all our ecstaciesjacS-Wounds to peace : 
Peace, the full portion. 9Jr;n|^}d|^4 tMBjpw- : ... ., 



W}^jij^u^Ji^eni^:^^xK, *tis tfee survivor dies.. 



ttm 






His datttTeno man canp'^r-jrati^ ; an^^op^, vy 
Can under-rate his merit. -- ,^,0 -^j^ /?♦.-. a 



N<^hing ^?4 wojrldjuuriddles hut the nea^^ „,'^j 

Talents, angel-hright, 
If wanting worth, give in&n^n^gc^ii^. >//r yH 
If wrong our hearts^.jiurJieads are right in viain. 
Sigh^ ^nds and means make wisdon^ ;. .worldlv- 

■.i:^;;WlSe-;; , . /^_-'.'' .; . . .• ■-. 

Is but half-witted at its highest praiseV ' ^'"' * 
Our hearts ne'er bow hS to superior worth* 
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t^onsider man as an immortal being. 
Intelligible all ; — and all is great ; 
'Consider man as mortsd, all is dark 
And wretched ; Reason weeps at the survey. 



Conscience of guit is prophecy of pain. 



Admit a God, all other wonders cease: 
Deny Him— all is mystery besides ! 



If there is weight in an eternity. 

Let the grave listen, and be graver still. 



Life's little joys go out by one and one. 

And leave poor man, at length, in perfect night* 



I give him joy, that's awkward at a lie. 



^Tis great, 'tis manly, to disdain disguise. 



And some forgiveness needs the best of friends. 



From purity of thought, all pleasure springs, 
And from an humble spirit, all our peace. 



Th' Almighty, from his throne, on earth surveys 
Nought greater than an honest humble heart. 
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Truth never was inddbted to a lie. 



I 1 1 " 



Wealth may se^k us» but wisdom muslbe scm^t; 
Sought befbre ^1 ; but (how imlike all dse 
We seek on earth!)' tis-never sought in vbxcU 



The first sure symptom^o^a mind in health. 
Is rest of hearty vid plensufe fehat hottiek 

PaUence and resignation^ are the pillars 
Of human peace oniisMA*^ 



Etenuty, depending oft-an-houry 

Makes serious> AovghlB^ man's wisdoii^ joy* and 

pra»«€i 
Haste» haste ! a man by: nature is in haste ; 
For who sh^U answier for smother, hour ? 



Nor man a^ione'; bis breathing bust expires* 
His tomb is mortal ; empires die : Where, now. 
The Jtoman ? Greek ? They stalk, an empty name ! 
Yet few regard them in this useful light. 



Who conscience sent, her sentence will support* 
And God above assert that God in man. 



Shall man alone, whose fate, whose final fate 
Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought ? 
I think of nothing else ; I see ! I feel it! 
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All nature^.Uke an eaitfaquake, trembling round! 
1 see the Judge entfaron'd! The fltosng guard ! 
The Yoknneopen'd4 Open*d ev'ry heart ! 
A sun-beam pointing out~each secret thought ! 
No patron 1 intercessor none ! now past 
The sweety. the element^ mediatorial hour ! 
For guilt no plea ! To pain^no pause 1 no bound! 
Inexorable, all 1 and all, extreme i 



What, then, am I ? — Amidst applauding worlds, 
And worlds celestial, is there found on earth, 
A peevish, dissonant,. rebellious string. 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complaint t 
All, all is right, by God ordained or done. 



'Tis a prinie part of happiness, to kaow 
How much unhappines^ must prove our lot : 
A part which few possess. Fll pay life's tax 
Without one rebel murmur from this honr^- 
Nor think it misery to be a man. 



Some ills we wish for, when we wish to live* 



Since Adam fell, no mortid uninspired 

Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever shall. 

How kind is God, how great (if good) is man. 

No man too largely from Heav*n*s love can hope. 

If what is hop'd he labours to secure. 
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Thus the three Virtues least alive on earth. 

Are welcom'don Heaven's coast with most applause. 

An huwhUf pure, and. heav'nly^mnded heart* 



What arm Almighty jput these wheeling globes' 
In motion, and wound up the vast machine ? 
Who rounded in his palm these spacious orbs ? 
Who bowl'd them flaming through the dark. 
profound? 

The course of nature is the art of God. 



Bom in an age more curious than devout. 
More fond to -fix the place of heav*n or hell. 
Than studious this to' shun, or that secure. 
'Tis not the curious, but the pious path. 
That leads me to my point: Lorenzo! know. 
Without a star or angel for their guide. 
Who worship God shall find Him. Humble Love, 
And not proud Reason, keeps the door of heaven. 



In ev'ry storm that either frowns or falls. 
What an asylum has the soul in prayer? 



Art thoii ashamed to bend thy knee to Cod ? 



Not deeply to discern, not much to know. 
Mankind was bom to wonder and adpre. 
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Though heaven and hell de|)end upon thy choice^ 
A butterfly comes cross and both are fled.-^ 
Is this the picture of a Rational ? 



My soul ! henceforth in sweetest union join 
The two supports of human happiness. 
True taste of life and constant thought of death, 
Hope be thy joy, and probity thy skill. 



Love op Fame, 

What is not proud ? , 

Pride, that impartial passion, reigns thro* all: 



It makes dear self on w^U-bred tongues prevail. 
And I the little hero of each tale. 



Some go to Church proud, humbly to repent. 
And come back much more guilty than they went. 



Men should press forward in £une*s glorious chase : 
Nobles look backward^ and so lose the race. 



Titles are marks of horiest men and toise: 
The fool or knave that wears a title lies. 



Let high birth triumph. What can be more great? 
Nothing— but merit in a low estate. 
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Parts may :bef poised, -f^oodnatttie is adofd^ 
Then draw your pen as seldom as youf twoid z 
And never on the wes^L, or youMl appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here. 

Who for thejpoor renown of being smarts 
Would leave a sting withm a brother*s heart? 

How oft the noon, how oft the midnight bell, 
(That iron tongue of death) with solemn knell. 
On folly's errands as we vainly roam. 
Knocks at our hearts and fin^'our thoughts from 

home! 
Our ardent labours, lor the toys^e^se^. 
Join nigfat'to' day and Stnday to the we«k« 



But one admirer has ihe -painted hss. 
Nor finds that onelratin her looking glass 
To deck the female cheek ht only knows 
Who paints less fair tthe lily and the rose. 



What's female beauty, but an air divine. 
Through vhicb thermiDd^s'iaU-genftle^ipracesahtiie? 
They, like the sun,, ismdiate all between : 
The body charms, because ihe soul is seen. 
Hence men are often .c?vplives ,of a •&€», 
They know not why, o£.no peculiar grace: 
Some forms, though bright, no mortal man can bear,. 
Some none resist, though not exceeding fair. 
Then wrought into the soul let virtues shine,. 
The ground eternal as the work divine. 



li|AXIMS,&c 427 

In simple nuumen all the fleoret lie8» 
Be kind aid virtuous, you'll be blest and wise. 
For what*»<trae beamty^^buft £ur virtue's &Ge ? 
Virtue made visible in ootwisid grace. 



Few to good breeding nudte a jiist .pretence : 
Good breeding is the blostom of good sense. 
The last result of an accompUsh'dmind. 



Can wealth give happiness-? Xook round and see 
What gay distress! what splendid misery ! 

Think nought a trifle, -though it small appear ; 
Stoiall sands'the mountain^ nomoits make the year. 
And trifles life. 



Distrust mankind, with your own heart confer. 
And dread even ^lere to find a flatterer. 



Oh ! sacred Solitude, divine retreat. 
Choice of the prudent, envy of the great; 
By thy pure stream, or in thy waving shade. 
We court fair Wisdom, that celestial maid: 
There, blest with health, With business unperplez*d» 
This life we relish, and ensure tlie next 



The man who boildst and waiite wheiesrith^apaj^ 
Provides a home from whioh to ton -aw^jr* 
In Britain, what is many a lordly seat^ 
But a receipt in full for an estate ? 

iu4 
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But Florio*s fame, the product of a showeiv 
Growvin his gardeoy an illustriout flower*. 
O solid bliss ! which nothing can destroy,. 
Except a cat, bird, snail, or idle boy. 



The man who pardons disappoints his foe^ 



And be this truth eternal ne*er foxgot. 
Solemnity^ a cover for a wt. 



Be wise with speed, 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 



Though wrong the mode, comply; more sense is 

shewn 
In wearing others* foUieSf than your owui 



Naked in nothing should a woman be; 
But veil her very wit with modesty* 



Women were made to give our eyes delight :- 
AfenuUe sloven is an odious sight. 



O let those tremble who are greatly blessM I 



Our greatest good, and what we least can spare. 
Is Hope; the worst of all our evils,: Feaiv 
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GOLDSMITH. 

Bless* D that abode, where want and pain repair. 

And ev'ry stranger finds a ready chair ; 

Bless*d be those feasts, with simple plenty crownM^ 

When all the ruddy fiainily around 

Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail. 

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ; 

Or press the bashful stranger to his food. 

And learn the luxury of doing good ! 



And wiser he whose sympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 



If countries we compare. 
And estimate the blessings which they share; 
Tho* patriots flatter, still shall Wisdom find 
Ad equal portion dealt to all mankind. 



Here beggar-pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boast one splendid banquet once a ycaiW' 
The mind still turns wheieshiftii^ faihien )d 
Nor weighs the solid worth, of self-iqppb 



How small, of all thai human hearts enduvet 
That part which lords or king* can came or 
Still to ourselves in ev'ry place consigned, ' - f-' 
Our own felicity we make ov find. - v*? 

• ...it, 
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But the^long pomp, the midnight masqueradley 
With ail the freaks of wanton wealth arrayed. 
In these, ere triflers half their wish ohtain. 
The toiling pleasure sickens into pain : 
And ev*n while fashion's brightest arts d6Coy» 
The heart distrusting asks if this be joy ? 



Luxury! ^hou«urst by Heav'a's decree^ 
How ill-ezefaaag'd are c^ikies for <thee I 
How do thy potions, wiftk.iasidiousjoy^ 
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy ! 



JDIL ROBEETS. 



Perish the slave,^ 
Whosb venal l)reath in youth's impractis^d ear 
Pours poisoned flattery, and corrupts the soul 
With vain conceit. 

On every object'threrogh the giddy world. 
Which fashion to thy dazzled ^e presents, ' 
Fresh is the glass of newness ; look, dear youth. 
Oh look, but not adratrel 



• «|«*M«i#**^M 



Let not* affection's ftiH impetmMis tide. 

Which riote in thy geii'rous breast, he checked 

By selfish cares; iror let the idle jeers 

Of laughing fools m^ thee forget tbjself. 



When didflt thou htar a lencfeff <tak< cif "wioe, . 

And&eltfay.bnurtat lest? ;HaveI:]iotf»eeo 

In thy swofai eye thetear ofayiiipathyy 

The milk of human kin^ben? When didst thou, 

With envy rankling, hear a rival. prab'd ? 

When di(btthon slight the wretch^? when despise 

The modest humhle suit of poverty ? 

These virtues still heihine^ nor ever learn 

To look with cold eye on the charities 

Of brother or of parents ; think on those 

Whose every wish is wafted still to thee. 



BEATTIE. 

From thb Minstrel. 

There are, who, deaf to mad ambition*s esll, . 
Would shrink to hear th* obstreperous trump of 

fame; 
Supremely blest, if to their portion fall 
Health, competence, and peace* 



Liberal, not lavish, is land nature's hand. 
Nor was perfection made for man below. 



Wilt thou debase the heart which God refined ? 
No: let thy heaven-taught soul to heaven aspire. 
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O how canst thou renounce the boundless store* 
Of charms, which nature to her votary yields ^ 
Thes^ charms shall work thy souVs eternal healthy 
And love, and gentleness, and joy, impart* 
But these thou must renounce, if lust of weakh 
E*er win its^way to thy corrupted heart; 
For, ah ! it poisons like the scorpion's darU 



From labour health, from health contentment 

springs ; 
-Oontentment opes the source of every joy; 



His heart, from cruel sport estranged, would bleed 
To work the woe of any living thing. 



And from the prayer of want and plaint of woe,. 
O never, never turn away thine ear. 



Hence ! ye who snare and stupify the mind> 
Sophists, of beauty, virtue, joy, the bane^ 



O Edwin, while thy heart is yet sincere, 

Th' assaults of discontent and doubt repel. 

Dark even at noon-tide is our mortal sphere. 

But let us hope, — to doubt is to rebel, 

Let us exult in hope,-^that all shall yet.be well. 

Oft from apparent ill our blessings rise; 

O, then, renounce that impious self-esteem. 

That aims to trace the secrets of the skies : 

For thou art but of dust ; be humble, and be wise. 
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Of chance. OTchangey O ! let not man complaiB, 
Else shall he never, never cease to waiU 
But spare, O time, whate*er of mental grace, 
Of candour, love, or sympathy diyinie. 
Whatever of fancy's ray, or friendship's flame, is 
mine* 



Vigour from toil> from trouble patience growff. 



True dignity is his, whose tranquil mind 
Virtue has rais'd above the things below ; 
Who, every hope and fear to heaven resigned. 
Shrinks not, tho' fortune aim her deadliest blow. 



Henceforth, no earthly hope with heaven shall share 
His heart, when peace serenely shines at last* 



O man ! creation's pride. Heaven's darling child, 
Whom Nature's best divinest gifts adorn ; 
Why from thy home are truth and joy exil'd,. 
And all thy fav'rite haunts with blood and tears 
defil'd ! 



None speaks false, when there is none to hear* 



Spiders ensnare, snakes poison, tygers prowT,. 
Love is the godlike attribute of man. 



If I one soul improve, I have not lived in vain. 
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Ey^ dazzled long by fiction's gaudy rays. 
In modest trnth no light nor beauty find. 



Fancy enervates, while it soothes the heart* 



^nd yet, alas ! the real ills of life 
Claim the full vigour of a mind prepared. 



We fare on earth as other men have fared : 
Were they successful ? let not us despair* 
Was disappointment oft their sole reward ? 
Yet shall their tale instruct, if it declare 
How they have borne the load ourselves are doomed 
to bear. 



How sweet the words of Truth breath*d firom the 
lips of Love. 

What cannot art and industry perform, 
When science plans the progress of their toil I 



•- i 



Nature is but the name of an effect. 
Whose cause is God, 

Happy the man, who sees a Gou employ'd 
Tn all the good and ill that chequer life ! 
Resolving all events^ with their effects 
And manifold results, into the will 
And arbitration wise of the Supreme. 

Time was, we closed as we began the day, 
With decent duty, sot ashamed to pray : 
The pnurtice was a bond vpon the heart, 
A pledge we gave for a consistent part : 
Hor could we date presumptuously displease 
A Power coofess'd so lately on our knees. 

It seems the part of wisdom, and no sin 
Against the law of love, to measure lots 
With less distinguish'd than ourselves : tfaat thu» 
We may with patience bear our moderate ills, 
And sympathize with others suffering more. 

O, friendly to the bert panwMV w»m, ■ 

Friendly to thought, to virtue, and to peace. 

Domestic life in rural leisure pass'd ; 

Few know thy value, and few taste thy sweets. 
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Mrs. CVTTS.—Almeria. 

What age too soon to bring the stubborn wilt 

To bow thfe neck ?— Too early to instil 

The love of truth in ev'ry gen'rous mind ; 

Or fright from falsehood those of baser kind h 

Is virtue so congenial to the soul. 

That no instruction's wanted, no control ? 



On sound religion all his hopes were plac*d; 
Which to implant, each moment he embrac'd ; 
Nor fear*d just censure, if, in earliest youth. 
He fixed the bias on the side of^ruth ; 
Gave Virtue her foundation, safeguard, crown. 
And furnished pleasures to the world unknown* 



But tho' as thro* a glass his ways appear, 
God leaves himself not without witness here^. 
More fully seen hereafter, when that plan. 
Which in its circle takes the whole of man. 
Shall be' complete, and ev'ry part approve 
Itself the work of Wisdom, join'd wi'th Love» 



Judge for thyself, nor idly rest thy faith> 

On what another, tho' a parent, saith. 

Implicit faith is due to God alone. 

And what He wills, from Scripture only knownl 
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Inquire it there ; from truth to truth advance,- 
Nor leave thy principles the work of chance.^ 



Mercy prevailing, was Redeeming Grace 
Sent down from Heaven to save a sinking race. 
And can the tongue want prompting in His praise ? 
Or wait the slow return of hours and days ? 



Be not deceivM, a part is not the whole, 
To love our God the great, hut not the sole 
Commandment giv*n us, on which life depends : 
A second,— which our mutual good intends. 
Suits with our nature and our station here. 
And helps the common load of ills to hear,— 
Was graciously annexed, with purpose kind ; 
Nor dare to separate what thy God has join'd. 
Partial ohedience still abortive proves ; 
Who loves his God aright, his Brother loves. 



Give freely what thou giv'st ; harsh chidings spare. 
Nor blemish thy good deeds with words severe ; 
Thy love 's defect! ve,« if to deeds confin*d ; 
A word— -a look-— may, with th' ingenuous mind. 
Outweigh thy gift : prevent the heartfelt dread 
Of modest want, when forced to ask for bread* 



Hail! heav*n-bom Charity . that ne'er caait oeeiel 
Immortal as thy source ! Thou bond of peace* 
That, in thy circle^ comprehend*!! the whole t 
Impress thy sacred image on my loul - 
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In all its wide extent !<-*Let me not think 

To give the hungry, bread ; the thirsty, drink ; 

Complete thy character, or form thy name,. 

Thy prospects terminate, or bomid thy aim ! 

Banish all mean suspicion from my breast^ 

Foe to our own as to another^s rest ; 

Be the rude hint abhorr'd, the pointed jest^ 

Which, like a scorpion, stings the feeling breast. 



MISCELLATTBOUS. 

By Queen BHxaheth, written in defkmee pfFbrtuiwe» 

Never thinke you Fortune can bearethe swaj. 
Where Virtue's force can cause hei to dbiay. 



Verm found tn Sir W. BnkifICi dible. 

£*£N such is Time, which takes in trust 
Our youth, our joysi, and all we have I 

And pays us nought but age and dust. 
Which, in the dark and silent grave. 

When we have wandered all our ways. 

Shuts up the story of our days. 

And from which grave, and earth, and dost, - 

The Lord shall raise me up, I truilt« 



>i 
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Happy, oh hxppy he, who, not affecting 
The endlem toils Ut e ndin g worldly cares, 

With mind repos'd, all discontents rejecbng. 
In silent peace his way to heaven piepares t 

Deeming his life a scenei the world a stage, 

WheieoD man acts his weaiy pilgrimage. 



Celestial Pottenee ! how dost thou defeat 
The foe's proud menace, and elude his hate ! 
While iHuiuM takes his part, betrays our peace. 
To death and torture swells each slight di^race. 

The way to bliss lies not on beds of dowa : 
He that hath borne no cross, hath not deserved a 
crown. 

Let folk bode irdl and striTe to do dwit imt, 
Nonan'srvqnirad^et Hetven make «ut the rat. 

O Alhektan, be obstiaately just. 

Reveal no secret, and betray no trust : 

Let never man be bold enough to say 

Thus, and no farther, shall my passion sway ; 

The first crime past involves us into more, 

Aod gvitt grows fate, vhich was but chnce Wore. 
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On Swearing* 

It chills my fieart to hear the great Supreme 
Rashly appeal'id to on each trifling theme ; 
Maintain your rank, vulgarity despise, — 
To swear is neither brave, polite, nor wise ; 
You would not swear upon the bed of death. 
Reflect— your Maker now might stop yourbreatl 



Be ever virtuous, soon or late you^U find 
Reward and satis&ction to your mind. 



Dr. Doddridge on his family moiUh^^* Dum viv 



mu8j vivamus.^ 



Live whilst you live, the epicure will say. 
And seize the pleasure of the fleeting day r 
live whilst you live, the Christian preacher crie 
And give to God each moment as it flie; : 
Lord, in my view may both united be ! 
I live in pleasure when I live to Theew 



From the Persian, hy Sir Win, Jones. 

On parents' knees, a naked new-bom ehild^ 
Weeping thou satst, whilst all around thee smiP 
So live, that, sinking in thy last long sleep. 
Calm thou mayst smile whilst all around thee wee 
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Then let time's creeping winter shed 

Its reverend snow around my head ; 

And as I feel by slow degrees 

My sluggard blood wax chill and freeze. 

May Faith unveil to my fix'd eye 

A scene of deep eternity ; 

*Till life dissolving at the view, 

I wake and find the vision true. 



Imcriptian on a Sun^DiaL 

Once at a potent leader's voice it stay'd ; 
Once it went back, when a good monarch pray*d ; 
Mortal ! howe'er we grieve, howe'er deplore, 
The fleeting shadow will return no more ! 



Dr. B— *- to his son^ wWi Lord Chesterfield^ § 

Letters. 

If judgment, wit, and knowledge of mankind, 
A polish'd style, and manners most refined. 
Can make a letter and a man complete. 
All these in Chesterfield united meet. 
But if an upright heart, religious truth. 
Morals, and honour, form the perfect youth. 
From purer lights catch thou the guiding ray. 
And throw the courtier and his book away. 
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On Preachers. — George Herbert. 

The worst speak something good<^If all want 

sense, 
Gt>D takes the text and preacheth patience : 
He that gets patience, and the hlessing whidi 
Preachers conclude with, hath not lost hig pains. 



Serene and master of yourself, prepare 

For what may come, uid leave the rest to Heaven. 



On Friendship. 

Tell me, ye knowing and discerning few. 
Where I may find a friend who*s firm and true. 
Who dares stand by me when in deep distress. 
And then his love and fri^idship most express ; 
Who, by a secret sympathy, can share 
My joy, my grief, my misery, my care ; 
He must be prudent, faithful, just, and wise. 
Who can to such a pitch of friendship rise. 
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THE HAPPY MAN. 

How blest the ntiaiiy who, free from care and strife. 
Leads not with Lux'ry, but Content, his life; 
Who walks with Health, where Temp'rance points 

the way. 
And joins with Gratitude to praise or pray; 
From Pleasure's cup, with just disdain who turns. 
Nor yet for Honor's glittering pageant bums; 
Who looks with pity^ where pale Av'rice pines 
0*er gems and gold yet ripening in the mines ; 
To fretful Passion leaves each childish toy. 
And aims, with glorious pride, at Reason's joy ; 
Who marks the wonders of creating pow'r. 
From heaven's bright orb to earth's uncultur'd 

flow'r ; 
Sees Nature, taught of God, dispense her laws, 
And traces all things backward to their cause : 
To moral science higher still would rise. 
And asks of Sacred Wisdom to be wise ; 
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Yet stops where awful My8t*ry draws the veil. 
And trusts, where angels must of knowledge fail ; 
Whose eyes, tum'd inward, his own heart explore. 
Try all its depths, and trace it o'er and o'er ; 
Who hounds the wand*ring wish and tow'ri^g 

thought. 
And strives to practise all that Jesus taught ; 
Yet humbly conscious that he toils in vain. 
That nought can Innocence once lost regain. 
Looks up for aid divine, and trusts alone. 
That Heay*n*s own off 'ring shall his faults atone! 

He, sheath'd in heavenly arms, shall still prevail. 
When Sin and Satan and the World assail. 
No fabled iBgis, Faith^s immortal shield 
He lifts, and knows the Spirit's sword to wield : 
•Salvation's helmet shall his brows defend. 
And the fierce fight in more than conquest end. 
In heav'n'9 high towers his triumph is decreed. 
And peace eternal is the hero's meed. 
How blest the mortal, who but falls to rise. 
Who fights on earth, to triumph in the skies ! 



ON EARLY RISING^ 

How foolish they who lengthen night. 
And slumber in the morning light ! 
How sweety at early morning's rise. 
To view the glories of the skies, 
And mark, with curious eye, the sun 
Prepare his radiant course to run ! 
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Its fairest form then nature wears. 
And clad in brightest green appears. 
The sprightly lark, with artless lay* 
Proclaims the entrance' of the d^y. 
How sweet to breathe the gale's perfume. 
And feast the eye with Nature's bloom I 
Along the dewy lawn to rove. 
And hear the music of the grove ! 
Nor you» ye delicate and fair. 
Neglect to taste the morning air ; 
This will your nerves with vigour brace. 
Improve and heighten ev^ry grace; 
Add to your breath a rich perfume, 
And to your cheeks a fairer bloom ; 
With lustre teach your eyes to glow. 
And health and cheerfulness bestow. 



THE IMPORTANCE OF TRIFtBS, 
Mrs. H. More^ 

Since trifles make the sum of human things. 
And half our mis*ry from our foibles springs; 
Since life's best joys consist in peace and ease. 
And few can save, or serve, but all can please : 
Oh ! let th* ungentle spirit learn from hence 
A small unkindness is a great offence : 
Large bounties to bestow we wish in vain. 
But all may shun the guilt of giving pain. 
To bless mankind with tides of flowing wealth, 
With pow'r to grace them, or tocrown with health, 
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Our little lot denies ; but Heaven decrees 
To all the gift of minist'ring to ease ; 
The gentle offices of patient love. 
Beyond all flatt'ry, and all praise above ; 
The jnild forbearance of another's fanlt ; 
The taunting word suppressed as sck)n as thought: 
On these Heaven bade the sweets of life depend. 
And crush'd ill-fortune when she gave a friend. 
Small shghts, contempt, neglect, unmix'd with hate. 
Make up in number what they want lu weight : 
These, and a thousand griefs minute as thes^, 
Corrode our comforts, and destroy our peace. 



INSCRIPTION FOR THE BLIND ASYLUM, 

LIVERPOOL. 

Stranger, pause ; for thee the day 
Smiling pours its cheerful ray, 
Spreads the lavni and rears the bower. 
Lights the stream and paints the flower. 

Striinger, pause : with soften'd mind 
Learn the sorrows of the blind : 
Earth, and seas, and varying sliics, , 
Visit not their cheerless eyes. 

Not for them the joy to trace. 
The cbissel's animating grace ;. 
Nor on the glowing canvas find 
The poet's soul, the sage's mind. 
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T^ot for them the heart is seen 
Speaking through th* expressive niien-, 
Nor for them are pictur'd there 
Friendship, pity, love sincere. 

Helpless, as they slowly stray, 
XUhildhood points tlieir cheerless way.; 
*0r the wand exploring guides 
-Falt'ring steps, where fear presides. 

Yet for them has genius kind 
Humble pleasure here design'd ; 
Here, with unexpected ray, 
Reach'd the soul that felt no day. 

Lonely blindness here can meet 
Kindred woes, and -converse sweet ; 
Torpid once, can learn to smile 
Proudly o'er its useful toil. 

He, who deign'd for us to die, 
Op'd on day the darkened eye : 
Humbly copy — thou canst feel ; 
Give thine alms — ^thou canst not heal. 



THE BEGGAR'S PETITION. 

Pity the sorrows of a poor old man. 

Whose trembling limbs have borne him to your 
door. 
Whose days are dwindled to the shortes span ; 

Oht give relief, and Heaven will bless your store, 

X 2 
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These tatter'd clothes my poverty h^peak. 

These hoary locks proclaim my lengthea*d yeajrs ; 

And many a furrow in my grief-wofa cb^k> 
Has been the channel to a stream of tears. 

Yon house, erected on the rising grpvind. 

With tempting aspect, drew me fro^ my i:oa4 ; 

For Plenty there a residence has fpupd» 
And Grandeur a magnificent abp^e. 

(Hard is the fate of the infirm and poor !) 
Here as I cravM a morsel of tbeir bread, 

A pampered menial drove iqe from the door. 
To seek a shelter in an bumblejr shed* 

Oh ! take me to your hospitable, d.op^e. 

Keen blows the wind and pjiercing i$ t]^e cold t 

Short is my passage to the Iriepdly jton)j>» 
For I am poor and mberably pld. 

Should I reveal the sources of ijay gjrief, 
If soft humanity e'er touch'd your breast. 

Your hands would not withhold the kind relief* 
And tears of , pity would not be repre^s'd. 

Heaven sends misfortunes — why should we repine ! 

'Tis Heav'n has brought me to the state you see; 
And your condition may be soon ike mine. 

The child of sorrow and of miserv. 

A little farm was my paternal lot. 

Then like the lark I sprightly hail'd the morn, 
But ah ! oppression forced me from my cot. 

My cattle died,. and blighted w^ niy corn. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 449 

« 
My daughter— once tie ccimfort of my age ! 

Lur'd by a villain from hei^ native bbtne. 

Is cast abandonM on tbe world's wide stag^, 

And doomM in scanty poverty to tt^am. 

My tender wife,— sweet sootber of my care ! 

Struck with sad anguish at the stem decree. 
Fell, — .ling*ring fell, a victim to despair. 

And left the world to wretchedness and me. 

Fity the sorrows of a poor old man, 

Whose trembling limbs have borne him to your 
door. 
Whose days are dwindled to the shortest span ; 

Oh ! giv^Mef, aiid'tl^vefi Willtiless Jiour store. 



LINES 

On hearing the word " Saint " scornfuUy 
applied.'^ReVt John MarrioU. 

A Saint ! Oh would that I could claim 
The privilegM, the honbur'd name. 
And confideritly take my stand, 
Though lowest in the saintly band ! 

Would, though it were in scorn applied, 
That term the test of truth could bide ! 
Like kingly salutations giv'n 
In mock'ry to the King of Heav'n. 

X 3 
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A Saint ! And what imports the name 
Thus bandied in derision^s game ? 
'' Holy, and separate from sin ; 
" To goody nay, ev'a to God akin/' 

Is such the meaning of a name. 

From which a Christian shrinks with shame i^ 

Yes, dazzled with the glorious sight. 

He owns his crown is all too bright. 

And ill might son of Adam dare 
Alone such honour*s weight to bear ; 
But fearlessly he takes the load. 
United to the Son of God. 

A Saint ! Oh !. give me but some sign,. 
Some seal to prove the title mine. 
And warmer thanks thou shalt command, - 
Than bringing kingdoms in thine hand.. 

Oh ! for an int'rest in that name, 

-When hell shall ope its jaws of flame. 

And scomers to their doom be hurl'd*. 

While scorned Saints "shall judge the world !" 

How shall the name of Saint be prizM, 

Tho' now neglected and despisM, 

When truth shall witness to the word,. 

That none but " Saints shall see the Lord I'** 
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THE BALLOON.— ilev. John Marriott. 

O ! for that mounting Spirit ! for that air. 
Pure, buoyant, and ethereal ; to raise 
The soul above these grosser elements. 
And teach it to look down upon the world \ 
Then would earth's low concerns at once assume 
Their ^due dimensions, less*ning to a point 
Scarce visible, and, thus diminished, lose 
Their hold upon the heart ; its glittering gauds 
Dazzle the sense no more, and watp the bent 
Of true ambition ; and its promisM joys 
To- thin and unsubstantial shadows melt. 
Their real essence. Then the voice of man 
No longer with seductive influence 
Would reach the ear, nor the united shouts 
Of erring multitudes appal the soul. 
And make firm Virtue from its centre reel. 
Drowning the still small voice that speaks within. 

Is such the wish yon rising ball inspires ? 
Then why not with the silent Eremite 
Wander in pathless deserts ? Why not court 
Unnatural seclusion in the cells. 
Where the bare foot-fall is the loudest sound 
That breaks the stillness of monastic gloom ? 

Wish rather for the privilege to live 

'* Unspotted from the world." Wish for the gift 

To breathe unhurt the dense and tainted air. 

Ordained by love and wisdom infinite, 

x4 
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Your present element. Wish for an eye 

To pierce each intervening cloudy and see 

•* The prize of your high calling** shining forth 

So like the sun in gloiy, that each star, 

Gendered from earthly vapours, may be lost 

In its surpassing lustre ; for an ear 

So quick to heavenly promptingS} 30 attest 

On those good eounsels graciously vouchsaf M 

To all who ask believing, that thexr souud 

May sink into your heart, and fortify- 

That citadel, o£ virtue Against th' assaults 

Of clamour loud* pr whispeied UandishiDei^ 

The greater peril» Wish, what. may W-giveo^ 

To walk on earth, and yet to << walk with OodJ^ 

FROM THE GENEij^GY OB CffifclST. . 

Lowth* 

A ND now, at length, the fated term of years . 

The world's desire have brought, and lo ! the GoB^ 

appears ! 
The heavenly Babe the. virgin iiiodiftr:be«nt,i. ... 
And her fond lookft- conles» the :piu^pt*9 cav^e^ \ . 
The pleasing burdeit'on her breastii^bela^s^; . 
Hangs o'er Hi^ :chanas,>aml.wilh^a>siriile ivgnre^'t 
The Infent smiles|. to her fond ;boaoiit fnrest, , . 
And wantons, sportive, on the mother's breast. 
A radiant glory speaks Hi&i all ^vifle> 
And in the Chiki the beams of Godhead shme.. 

But now, alas ! far other views disclose . 
The blackest comprehensive scene of woes^ 
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See where man's voluntary Sacrifice 
Bows His meek head, and God eternal dies f 
Fixt to the cross, His healing arms are hound. 
While copious mercy streams from ev'ry wound. 
Mark.the blood-drop's tliat life exhausting roll. 
And the strong pang that rends the parting soul ! 
As all death*s tortures, with severe delay. 
Exult and riot in the noblest prey : 
And canst thou, stupid man, those sorrows see. 
Nor share the anguish which He bears for thee > 
Thy sin, for which His sacred flesh is torn. 
Points ev'ry nail, and sharpens ev'ry thorn ; 
Canst thou ? — while Nature smarts in ev'ry wound' 
And each pang cleaves the sympathetic ground ! 
Lo ! the black sun, his chariot backward driv'n. 
Blots out the day, and perishes from heav'n ; 
Earth, trembling from her entrails, bears a part. 
And the rent rock upbraids man's stubborn heart. 

The yawning grave reveals his gloomy reign. 
And the cold clay-clad dead start into life again. 

And thou, O tomb, once more sfaalt wide display 
Thy satiate jaws, and give up all thy prey. 
Thou, groaning earth, thaltheave, absorpt in flame,. 
As the last pangs convulse tby lab'rii^ frtSime ; 
When the same God uoBhrcmded thou shalt 8ee> 
Wrapt in full blaze of pow*r and majesty, 
Rideon the clouds; whilst, as His chariot flies. 
The briorht effusion streams thro' all the skies. 
Then shall the proud dissolving mounUiips glov. 
And yielding rocks in fiery rivers iSpw:; .^ 
The molten deluge round tde jglobe shall roar,. 
And all man's arts and labour be do more» 
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VERSES 

Written on a blank leaf of Cowper^s Poems, prt^ 
fented to a Lady on her marriage. 

Rev, Archdeacon JT. Jehh^ 



Lady, were Cowpei^s spirit here. 

That sainted spirit sure would breathe 
A fervent wish, a vow sincere. 

And twine them with thy bridal wreathe 

He would not of thy goodness tell. 
Tor purest virtue courts the shade j 

He would not on thy features dwell. 

For beauty's short-lived flower must ^Eide.. 

No, lady ! — Cease thy modest fears ; 

More pleased his artless Muse would feel. 
■ To consecrate the fllial tears. 

Which from thy trembling eye-lids steal r 

To cherish, on this joyful day. 
The glisfning tribute of thy heart. 

For years of mild paternal sway. 

For cares that made thee-— what thou art«. 

Then would he pray— ^that white- robed truths 

And purest peacie and joy serene, 
(Blest guardians of thy vernal youth) 
, May shield thee thro' life's various scette... 



. i^-, 
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But Cowper lives in realms of light. 
Where kindred seraphs ceaseless sing ; 

Far other hands this wreath unite ! 
Far other hands this off 'ring bring ! 

Yet, lady, wilt thou kindly deign/ 
('Tis all th' unpractisM Muse can give) 

Accept this rudely-warbled strain » 
And let it, bound with Cowper's, live. 

These volumes, too, I fondly ween. 
May, for their author's sake; be priz'd. 

When thine own hearth shall match the' scene 
By Weston's bard immortaliz'd. 

For, sure, thou lov*st domestic joys. 

And hours of intimate delight : 
And days retir'd from vulgar noise. 

And converse bland, that cheats the night« 

Such joys be thine, be his ! and still 

In heart united, as in hands. 
Blessing and blest, may each fulfil 

The glorious task your place demands. 

Lights of the world, may each dispense 
New lustre through your ample sphere ; 

And very late be summon'd hence 
To shine thro* Heaven*s eternal year* 



I 



■* ■ 



• .» - 
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LINES 
Written when going^ abroad for recovery of healths 

J, Bowdler^Jutu 

Tranquil and blest my years have flow*d» 

By no rude fortune tried ; 
For life w«» youkg, And Hope bestow'dr 

Wb^wi^j? Eleaveadeniedi^ > . 
Tfae«;»hailrii6Mrik «r< laursniT nonl^ ^ . 
II pain and •sieknesapchiU- m^ brow>- s -. 
And praise the gracious God no morey. 
Who g^e me beahrhrtrtid j'6y betofe ? 



u. J 



Tbougl^ ^0(l«}i/WinlQr$«: hi^.4!mi» 
.' Laafk^Dtfrkries^^W^^i^ndpFcar^^ .. > 

Wilt thou Aln^ighty Love arraign,. 

And tAbWrn the ^aip'd^ year ? 
See, see, the vemal fountains fli)^; 
And Summer bends liis^'gdfdeii 1^^^ 
Tifl' Atrttimn's tJioth6^ r^ be ierttwrfd; 
And Mirth and Plenty di^iu^< around. 

th€Jn1m th^ W]^lg s#(¥]ftt*1nctease,. 

Around ttiedarktitfa^'yolli' . 
Some wand'ring glearifitif jdy 'and' "jptekce* 

Shall reach my fainting soul : 
''Mid the deep shade, the roaring wind 
l%all.speak of brighter heavens behind » 
Aad bid me through the veil survey 
1^ cfiambeis of eternal day» 
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God bids the sun ascend the skies» 

And heaven and earth rejoice ; * 
He speaks, the rushing whirlwind flies. 

Obedient to His voice. 
Through the dull eve, the blithsome mbra^ 
He leads the changing seasons on ; 
And still those smiling seasons tell. 
That He who rules them, rules them welU 

Thus over life's wide darkling plain. 

Unheeding as we roam» 
Thro' many a path of joy and pain 

He leads His children home. 
And though sometimes in prospect view'd^ 
The winding- way seem dark and rude ; : 
Ah ! who the backward scene hath scann'd,. 
Nor Mess- d his Father's guiding hand i 



Oil hearing the Church Bdts^ iohih' long confined 

hy Illness^ 

Again these solemirnounds-^gaih' 

That awful call 1 Iwar, 
For me, a)a6 \ it sounds m vain 

Whien sabbath moms appear. 

In social bands whii^ oftbers move'. 

Devoted hearts to bring ; 
And in Htff cavrts witk holy'lofe 

Their MAKSu's^pmbeto siiq;:;* . 
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1 hear the call, 1 see them go, 

In slow procession by ; 
Th' awak'ning sound, the solemn abow,. 

That meet my ear and eye. 

Speak to my soul of sabbaths past 

Oft wasted unimprov'd ; 
Of time, for me how short to last. 

Of friends from earth remov'd. 

While here my moveless useless frame 

So long remains confinM, 
O may devotion's holy flame 

Light up my darkened mind^ 

Might heavenly grace abroad be shed 

To melt my frozen heart. 
The powerful voice that wakes the dead 

Would vital warmth impart. 

Tho* exil'd from Thy dwelling place 
Where happier friends adore, 

"^ould'st Thou reveal Thy gracious face. 
My soul would droop no more. 

Could I before Thy blessed cross 
A contrite spirit bend, ; 

All earthly joys contemn as dross. 
And claim a Heavenly Frigid ;. 

Tho* in thy earthly temple here. 

No more my vows I pay, ? 
The sorrows of a soul sincere 

Thou, wilt not cast awi^i< ^ . : v : i 
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Thou canst refresh my {iunting soul 

With cordials from above, 
My trembling guilty doubts control. 

And tell me — God is love. 

That depth of love th' angelic host 

Attempt in vain to scan ; 
Pour*d out to ransom creatures lost. 

The helpless race of man. 

O can that boon, profusely poured 

The captive souls to free. 
So long desired, so oft implored, 

fie vainly sought by me I 

O let thy sanctifying Dove 

With healing wings descend, 
Teach me to pray, teach me to love,^ 

And all my sorrows end I 

So shall a gleam of heavenly light 

Dispel this mournful gloom. 
And cheer, with rays serenely bright. 

My passage to the tomb. 

On Parting from a OenUeman at the Door of om 
of the Protestant Churches^ atPariSf immediately 
afitr Dirine Servioem 

. By J, H, Gm a natkfe of Ammta^ 

Stbanobr ! I know thee not by name, 
And yet my heart is knit to ddne. 

Got heavenly Father is the Mune^ 
And thy^KsoBBifBBy too, it mint* 
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Straiiger t I >ef^ it in thine ciye^ 
And in thy accents nheek kad i&ild» 

And ill thy words of charity^ 

That Goo has chosen thee His child. 

The idonient was ^ fleeting one 
In which we fek the Christian tte^ 

But while these eyes behold the stin. 
Sacred shall be its memory ! 

Perchance, beyond this world of care, 
God may permit our souls to meet. 

And in the realms of bli^s to share 
Remembrance of an hour so sweet* 

Meanwhile, His guardian care attend 
Thy pilgrimage, where'er it be; 

The blessings of His grace descend 
Into thy bosom constantly. 



THE SEASONS.— % an American Lady, 

I liOVB the rising grace, thfe varied feharins. 
Which on the Earth's enamell'd bosom play^ 

When Nature bursts from April's humid arios^ 
And springs impatient to the Ides of May. 

I love the rip'ning beam, the fervid glow. 
Which crowns with full maturity the year ;. 

When busy Summer shows his swarthy brow. 
And severs from the root the bending eair. 
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I love the rich profusion Autaiton yields. 
When, in his party-colour'd rpbes arra3r*d 

He treads triumphant o*er the lighten'd fields. 
And twines their rifled honours round his head. 

I love the bright effulgence Winter wears. 
When o*er the plains his fleecy showers descend^ 

And the soft germs which shiv'ring Nature bears. 
From the rude blasts and piercing cold defend* 

I love — ^but ah ! such matchless beauties rise. 
So thick the forms of varied goodness throngs 

That sweet confusion dims my wond'ring eyes, 
And swelling transports overpower my song» 

For still the impress of a Hand Divine 
Marks each mutation of this earthly ball, 

Through all its scenes parental bounties shinC'^-' 
Father of light and life ! I love them all* 



FROM THE SONG OF DAVID. 
Christopher SinarL 

He sung of God, the mighty source 
Of all thingSt the stupendous force 

On which all things depend : 
From whose right arm, beneath whose eyes 
All period, power,: and enterprize. 

Commence, and reign, and end. 

The world; th^ clustering spheres be nmdei" 
The gloriotiS lights the soothin^htrde»' 



1 

s 



462 MISCELLANEOUS POBlfi^. 

* 

Dale, champaign, grove, and hill; 
The multitudinous abyss. 
Where secrecy remains in bliss. 

And Wisdom hides her skill. 

Tell them, I am, Jehovah said 

To Moses, while Earth heard in dread. 

And smitten to the heart; 
At once above, beneath, around. 
All nature, without voice or sound. 

Replied, O Lord, Thou art I 



Lines written in the Church^yard of mchmoni^ 
Yorkshire. — By Herbert Knawles. 

Methinks it is good to be here. 
If thou wilt let us build; but for whom ? 

Nor Elias nor Moses appear. 
But the shadows of eve that encompass the gloom. 
The abode of the dead, and the place of the tomb. 

Shall we build to Ambition ? Oh, no ! 
Affrighted he shrinketh away; 

For see, they would pin him below. 
In a small narrow cave, and begirt with cold clay, 
To the meanest of reptiles' a peer and a prey. 

To Beauty ? Ah, no ! She forgets 
The charms which she wielded before ; 

Nor knows the foul worm that he frets 
The skin which but yesterday fools could adore. 
For the smoothness it held, or the tint which it wore. 
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Shall we build to the purple of Pride,— 
The trapping^ which dizen the proud ? 

Ala9 ! they are all laid aside ; 
And here*s neither dress nor adornment allow'd, 
But the long winding sheet, and the fringe of tke 
shroud* 

To Riches ? Alas, ^is in vain ; 
Whp hid, in their turns have been hid : 

The treasures are squandered again. 
And here in the grave are all metals forbid. 
But the tinsel that shone on the dark coffin lid. 

To the pleasures which Mirth can afford. 
The revel, the laugh, and the jeer? * 

Ah 1 here is a plentiful board ; 
But the guests are all mute as their pitiful cheer. 
And none but the worm is a reveller here. 

Shall we build to Affection and Love ? 
Ah, no ! they have withered and died» 

Or fled with the spirit above: 
Friends, brothers, and sisters, are laid side by side,. 
Yet none have saluted, and none h&ve replied. 

Unto Sorrow ? The dead cannot grieve ; 
Not a sob, not a sigh meets mine ear. 

Which compassion itself could relieve : 
Ab, sweetly they slumber ; nor hope, love, nor fear ; 
Peace, peace, is the watch- word, the only one here. 

Unto Death, to whom monarchs must bow ? 
Ahy no ; fox his empire is known ; 

And here there are trophies enow. 
Beneath the cold dead, and around the dark stone. 
Are the signa of a sceptre that none may disown. 
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The first tabernacle to Hope Wvfll buiilf. 
And look for the sleepers around tis to rise ;' 

The second to Faith, which ensures it ftiifill'd ; 
And the third to the Lamb of the gre^t sskirifice; 
Who bequeathed us them both, whetii He rose iaUk 
skies. 



From the German op KLIEST. 

How rich the splendors of the west^mUku^, 
In purple tints and glowing crimson bright ! 
Where varying forms and ishadowy landscapes 

rise. 
Mountains of gold, and flaming waves of ligbV 
The sweetest fragrance scents the evening gale» 
And o'er reposing nature silence reigns ; 
Save where the flute breathes softly thro' the 

vale. 
The streams, low murmuring, glide along the 

plains. 
Or Night's sad songstress chanfts her long^riiita 

plaintive strains. 

O Thou ! my guide divine ! whose sacred power 
Can bid the dangerous storms of passion cease. 
Shed on my soul the blessings of this hour. 
The beams of virtue, and the dews of peace. 
Led by Thy hand, I pass'd thro' life's fait in6m, 
And brav'd the ardours of its noontide ray ; 
Still may thy love its future hours adorn. 
Bless the mild evening of my mortal day. 
And bid unclouded shine its last declining ray. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 465 

And ye ! than wealth more prized, thau fy^t 

more dear. 
Ye friends for ever lov'd, ye c][)o^n few! 
Who o*er the failings of a heart sincere 
With generous hand the veil of friendship, d^e^r ! 
Shed o'er my latest hour one parting.t^a^. 
To ^ond jememhrance give , one tei^^er isi^h. 
When the faint shadows of this earthly .sphere 
Shall sii>k in dieath hefore pay closing, eye, 
Ii^ tj^eni^Uiog trapspojrtiais'd.tO/gJoripusipMs^ses ^ 
higb! 



Theodore and Rosetta^ or The Day Flt. 

JBp. Jfenn^ 

Theo. Where had you those sweet flower;$,< 
Rosetta^ say. 

Ros» O Theodore, I got them by tjbe way, 
Yo)i pf.our gr,eat man's garden know ijjie faine>. 
And as I towVds you with pur dinuf^r qaxui?* 
I saw it open, and ijpiy greedy eye 
Stood at the door ijts beauties to descry. 
When A ]und np^aid^ whp of the flow'rs toQjk care* 
Invited me to Jake the g^jde^ air ; 
At parting, sh,e, her neigbbou;* to endear, 
Gave me the flpw'rs and frjiits which J l^s^ye here. 

Theo, We'll eat the fri;iit for banquet to our m^^» 
But whs^t is tb^t you in you^ hand conceal ? 

JRo5. Jt is the prettiest creature ever bj?ed 
In gardeiVf ^r that brows'd on flowery be^d. 
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■ Tkeo. Shew it. 

Ros, I dare not ; it away will fly. 

And I shall lose the darling of my eye. 
My heart misgives me. 

Theo, Open by degrees ; * 

On some one limb I'll, to secure it, seize,- 



O ! with what wisdom are all things designed 
Mto of his God and latter end to .mind ! 
Duty and death are by all creatures taught : 
Tho* earthly, they raise heavenly minded thought. 
This fly GoD*s goodness to instruct me sends : 
O may I learn the lesson God intends ! 

Ros* I little thought, dear Theodore, that I 
Brought you a preacher, when I brought a fly. 

Theo. You have, for me and for Rosetta too ; 
The same it teaches me, it teaches you. 

Ros, What Theodore esteems a teacher fit, 
To that Rosetta gladly will submit ; 
But tell me what and how this fly can teach, — 
To me *tis mystery, and beyond my reach. 

Theo, Once more, my dear, the amiabZe mold 
Of this stupendous little thing behold ; 
The Lilies which great Solomon outvie, 
Are far less glorious than this little Fly ! 
The great Creator's power and wisdom shine. 
Concentred in this miniature divine ; 
Bright various colour'd rays his wings adorn ; 
He of the garden is the sov'reign bom ; 
Now with spread wings the pliant air he sweeps, 
Then on his legs he on the surface creeps ; 
He perches on sweet plants, sucks od'rous flow'rs. 
Enjoys the sun, retre&ts to shady bow'rs; 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 467 

• 

This Fly, my love, you see so brisk and gay, 
Never lives longer than a single day ; 
'Tis therefore styl'd a Day-Fly, and in this. 
Learn the evanid state of earthly bliss. 

Ros. Now 1 perceive, my dearest, that the fly 
May of a preacher well the place supply. 

Theo, In bliss, my love, none here that Fly 
transcend. 
Born in a paradise his life to spend ; 
If you with sinful men such flies compare. 
They of the two on earth much happier are : 
They paradise enjoy, which we have lost; 
They have full ease, we to and fro' are toss*d ; 
The world we should renounce, we most admire ; 
All things to our eternal bane conspire; 
The human butterflies- of either sex. 
Who with their gaudy dress themselves perplex. 
Live but a day, tho* fiutt'ring many years. 
Life on the death-bed like one day appears ; 
This earthly life, Rosetta, then depise, 
And to the life supernal lift your eyes. 

Ros. Dear Theodore, O^tell me how we best 
With trouble and temptation may contest. 

Theo, V/c, like the fly, mustfrom the world retreat. 
And wisely manage our short vital heat; 
Strive that this day may yesterday outdo. 
Of virtue nobler heights each day pursue ; 
God, to the present day our views confined, 
Would have us for the future live resign'd; 
Taught us to pray for only daily bread. 
And trust to him to be to-morrow fed. 
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We'll live God's children, and to God resign'd, 
A brother and a uster to mankind* 
We '11 to our fly give freedom* that he may- 
Live his age o'er with bappiuess to-day; 
From him, each day, we '11 learn to live content 
Upon the daily manna God has sent. 
With thanks to God we'll now our meal begin: 
Sweet is the meal which is not soured by sin ; 
Sweet is the meal which wasted strength iecTu\te, 
That God may of our vigour have the fruits. 
This day to future days shall be the plan* 
We '11 every day po all the good wbcam. 



TUB END. 
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